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USSY TALK 





She began to swear at me. “Damn your silky 
hide! You give me a big pain and so does that 
husband you've got!” She smiled wickedly. “Well, 
I’m gonna get him.” 

“Now, Erin,” | said soothingly, “we have been 
over all that before.” 

“| bet | can get Tom to roll me in some sweet 
hay. And he'll get a helluva lot better from me 
than he’s getting from you!" 

“Erin, please!” 

Althea came out of the other room. Her hair 
was a soaking mess and she had torn the neckline 
of her dress. 

Erin and | hastily left. 

“They say her husband uses her for a punching 
bag. The sadistic type. Can't sleep with her unless 
she’s in compatible color, | guess, mostly black 
and blue.” 


“Erin, hush!” 

As we entered the dining room, Erin said, “I 
wasn't kidding, Betsy. I'm going to make Tom if 
it’s the last thing Ido . . .” 
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HOUSE PARTY 





I love you, 

bright elusive star, 
the hard bright fire 
of you, burning 


afar 


Star, 
I shall 
overtake you, 


falling down, 


down to Hades 





One 


Waen the loving stopped and the hating began, I cannot 
say. Lord knows, I have tried to set a date for it, as if it 
were some sort of anniversary. I have tried and tried to 
analyze the why and when of it. The where of it is certain. 

The Paradise place, of course. That fabulous, fantastic, 
feudal castle of a house in Shoredale, Connecticut. Every- 
one else seems to have survived that long, terrible weekend 
beautifully. I can still go down to Shoredale, and Friday 
night would begin like every other Friday night with the 
drinking and the endless talk of sex and the women smil- 
ing, inviting, beckoning and wiggling all over the place. 

Some of the old faces would be gone, but a great many 
new ones would have replaced them, and Milly Paradise 
would be as gay and jolly and cheerily drunken as if noth- 
ing had changed for her, either. 

They have all survived, one way or another. Erin and 
Chuck Hounihan. My own husband, Tom Fanning, who 
has forgotten that particular weekend and thinks I have, 
too, And any of the others I happen to meet in the course 
of my daily life. 

My daily life. 

Once it was a happy, rolling-along thing, renewed each 
day by our love like some rich-rippling country brook, fed 
by a deep, bubbling spring. Clean and fresh and eternal. I 
gave everything to that daily life; to Tom and the sweet 
cherub lying in his snowy crib. 

Today, my daily life seems empty and dry, not a drop to 
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be had from that once full-gushing spring. All that is left 
is the sandy path marking its former foundation, still dis- 
cernible, like a vein drained of life’s blood. 

I have gone over it and over it, that long, terrible week- 
end; day by day, hour by hour, minute by minute, to see 
why it all went sour. A word here, a gesture there, or just 
running away at the right time might have prevented it all, 
but I cannot for the life of me see how. 

No one would ever believe that a chance remark of 
‘Tom’s to another woman could affect me so deeply, hurt 
our lovely marriage, and many other people as well. 


When Tom and I left New York City that Friday eve- 
ning, I remember looking back to catch a farewell glimpse 
of the big town as we rounded the last of the East River 
Drive. The buildings looked tall and tender in the irides- 


cence of the July afternoon, almost wavering under the — 


steamy halo of a wan sky. I was sorry to be leaving New = 
York, feeling the typical, big-city, summertime “deserter” ae 
in escaping to a cool, refreshing weekend in the country, 


Those huge, gawky skyscrapers along the river looked so 


meltingly human in that last glimpse. No longer aloof as 


they did in the hard glare of winter, but as gauche as 
adolescents, the penthouse privet on each as lush and thick 
as pubic hair. 

The fifty-minute ride to Shoredale was quick along the 
lazy monotony of the Turnpike. Tom’s hand remained in 
mine as much of the way as he could manage, and when- 
ever he turned to look at me, there was a glossy varnish of 
love in his dark brown eyes. 

Tom was far from handsome, yet other women found 
him most attractive. I had always preferred tall, lean, fair- 
haired, blue-eyed men: pale, wiry-muscled idealistics. 
Tom was the opposite of this type; darkly intense, of aver- 
age height, in full possession of the artist’s magnetism. He 
knew how to handle me, a sort of father-lover combination 
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that had coped with me and understood me for eight years. 
Tom was ten years older than I, and much wiser. 

That particular Friday, I felt all woman, secure in my 
husband’s adoration, smugly complete and deserving when 
I thought of the plump baby boy I had borne him just six 
months before. We were both missing the little devil, and 
worrying needlessly since Tom, Junior, was in a capable 
nurse’s care. 

I was twenty-eight years old, and the myth of Betsy 
Fanning was now an absolute reality. All the pieces to the 
puzzle of my life were in their proper places and I had 
placed each and every one of them there. Even my appear- 
ance was a success story. Fashionably slender with breasts 
still luckily at full tilt even after a baby, 1 was lushly 
brown-haired with the surprise of green eyes, and a pale 
velvety complexion that wind and weather could not 
mar. All in all, more interesting than Hollywoodishly 
beautiful. 

My expert juggling of home, husband, and a lucrative 
career was the envy of my women friends, and the subject 
of several articles in fashion magazines and newspapers 
where my advertising copy appeared. Our apartment, a 
duplex penthouse with four exposures, was carefully out- 
fitted with the impressive accumulations of our eight-year- 
old marriage. 

A route and a routine, well-plotted. The challenge met, 
the prizes attained. Betsy Fanning was the more-for-the- 
money promise, the sales-punch and sales-clincher she 
cleverly and so rewardingly wrote into every ad, 

It was fitting Betsy Fanning should have a husband like 
Tom who loved luxury as she did, who worked as hard as 
she, was equally successful and who had had the good 
sense to marry a woman he “could talk to,” a woman 
both glamorous and brainy. That she had done well in 
advertising writing and he in advertising promotion and art 
proved the point. They had “everything in common.” No 
wonder I, lucky Betsy Fanning, could ride in rapturous 
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content beside my husband that Friday afternoon, con- 
fident, sure of myself and my man and my future. 

I knew where I was going. 

That is about all I remember of the trip to the Paradise 
place. Our arrival was smoothly handled by several serv- 
ants, familiar to us after many weekend visits. Our car was 
parked by a husky young Negro called Gibson, a nickname 
Joe Paradise had given him because his Gibsons were 
famous all over Connecticut. 

Gibson was the cook’s husband, several years younger 
than his black, buxom Sonia who ruled the vast realm of 
kitchens and enjoyed top billing over the large staff of 
Servants in the mansion. For all of his pantherish good 
looks, Gibson was always gracious and charming to the 
guests, freshly efficient in a spanking white coat, black tie, 
and dark, knife-creased trousers. And whenever there was 
a party, Gibson was the major-domo who kept things run- 
ning smoothly, 

We were shown to our room, an enormous square room 
with grapes the theme of its decor. Grapes were every- 
where; entwined over rug and wallpaper, even full-blown 
as light fixtures. Tom and I were always happy to be 
assigned to this room with its magnificent view of the 
Sound, its lovely fireplace, downy-cushioned sofas and 
outsized double bed. There was a little balcony, too, on 
which Tom and I loved to lounge after a long, hard-drink- 
ing evening with the Paradise crowd. Below this balcony 
stretched a king-size terrace, and every room on the main 
floor had a door leading out to this terrace. The big house 
was a masterpiece of construction and design, a true 
testimonial to the craftsmanship of the early nineteen- 
hundreds, 

The mansion sat on the top of a high hill, surrounded by 
fifteen acres of prize shorefront property, jutting out in a 
long arm into Long Island Sound. Joe Paradise had 
bought it as a summer residence, a wedding gift to Milly 
ten years before. The house boasted forty-five rooms, 





including a full-sized billiard room, bowling alleys, a 
solarium, gymnasium and indoor swimming pool. 

There were three elevators in the sprawling place; one 
for the help in the kitchen wing, one centered in the house 
for guests and one, specially designed for Milly’s and Joe’s 
private use, that ascended to their spectacular bedroom, 
dressing room, ‘sitting room suites on the second floor. 
This private elevator, dubbed “Milly’s Transport to Para- 
dise” by some wag, was decorated with hand-painted 
paneling and mother-of-pearl push buttons. The battery- 
of ten push buttons, varying combinations of which let one 
up and down, as well as enter Milly’s lavish dressing room, 
was devised by an electronic genius. I was one of a small, 
select group given these combinations to commit to mem- 
ory as a member of Milly's Bedroom Companions Club. 
The suites were as magnificently af inted as complete 
apartments and Milly's was a popular, late-gathering place 
for her close friends on party weekends. 

The house stood three stories tall and commanded an 
extensive view of both sea and countryside. At the outer- 
most point of the property, which curved into a little cove, 
stood the boat house and rambling pillared beach pavilion, 
both as lavish and well equipped as any modern ranch 
home. To‘ the rear of the house were the formal gardens, 
patterned after the English, with colonnades, lily pools, 
and peacocks strolling through the elaborately designed 
flower beds that betrayed the seasonal shift with explosions 
of luxuriant bloom. Behind the towered main house were 
the gardener’s cottage, boat and car storage buildings, 
stables, greenhouse, dog kennels and runs, horse pastures, 
and a sky-shooting windmill, all in the same granite stone- 
work, expensively lead-windowed and richly roofed in 
iridescent slate. The entire estate was enclosed by a high 
wall with enormous rhododendron and dogwood trees 
pressing their flourishing greenery against it. 

Tom and I had our little private jokes about the Para- 
dise place and the countless ostentatious and vulgar addi- 
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tions Joe’s money had added to the lock-stock-and-barrel 
purchase of the estate he had made from the former own- 
ers. Milly’s extravagances were in evidence everywhere. 
We had labeled the huge bathroom adjoining our room 
“The Grapes-of-Wrathroom,” because the grape theme 
extended even to the gold faucets and fixtures. The toilet 
seat and bath scale were covered with white mink, and 
neatly centered were our hosts’ heavily embroidered ini- 
tials. The bath mats were pale purple, foam rubber repli- 
cas of a dozen or so bulging breasts, complete with nipples. 

We hurried our changing into cocktail clothes to join the 
party downstairs. Sounds of merriment echoed throughout 
all the rooms by this time. Although we were on time by 
conventional standards, we were obviously late for the 
cocktail hour according to Paradise and Shoredale habits, 

As we entered the chic barroom and made our way 
toward the long mahogany cloud of a bar, the talk of sex 
ricocheted around us. 

“Tl tell you what love is,” a tall, lean man was saying to 
a small, charmed group. “Love is bouncing from bed to 
bed. It’s belly to belly and tail to tail and don’t let me hear 
any sentimental gibberish about love from any of you,” 
He took a long last swallow of his drink and quickly 
ordered the man behind the bar to fill him up. 

“Let’s get as drunk as hiccuping hyenas,” a portly, 
white-haired man was whispering to a sleek, little blonde. 

“Sex and women bore the hell outta me,” another 
elderly ruddy-faced man was saying in a loud voice. “Let 
me tell you about our Capsule Club, Johnny.” He 
directed his conversation to the tall, lean man. “In my 
vest pocket is a capsule with enough poison in it to blow 
my goddam head off. My buddies and I are pledged never 
to be without our little pills.” He patted the vest pocket 
tenderly, “When we're saturated with the goddam boring 
ways of this world, we're all gonna take our time-is-up 
capsules. Christ, it’s a wonnerful way to die!” He laughed 
and stroked his perfectly waxed moustache, its alerted tips 
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soaring eyeward. “Hell, you get that way when you can't 
get it up fast enough,” he added sadly. 

“You may think that’s a good way to die, but not I,” 
countered an intense young man with a superb growth of 
blond beard. He continued in a charming Italian accent, 
“I know a better way to die, Mr. Stokes.” 

“Yeah? Let’s hear it,” Stokes prompted with a wink. 

The bearded young man seemed to enjoy the sudden 
limelight. He now held the attention of the group. “First, 
let me explain my viewpoint,” he said seriously. “I’m all 
for living fully, hating fully, and loving fully, and a man’s 
got to whore around in order to accomplish this. In the 
order named, that’s important. I’m for whoring around, 
and not because I’m Italian. Once I, too, wanted nothing 
more than to sit under a tree and read poetry and plan for 
one woman. Up yours with that one-woman business. I 
learned soon enough that all women are stupid, stupid all 
the way, and especially stupid between the sheets.” 

This statement drew a few protests from the women, but 
the older man smiled indulgently as the young Italian con- 
tinued, “Give me a whore any time. She is shrewd. She 
is cunning. I'll take that one small moment with her. The 
tenderness of a stranger is more golden to me than all the 
fat-fingered promises of the women we know, especially 
the American women,” 

He rolled his expressive eyes upward. “To die in the 
arms of a whore at the very moment I am tasting her par- 
ticular brand of pleasure is my only aim in this rotten 
world. Yes, I want to die in pleasure!” He laughed and 
his long-lashed eyelids closed in the ecstasy of this last 
thought; yet when he laughed, his listeners did not laugh 
with him but at him, for his smile, his even, healthy teeth 
betrayed his youth, ineptly covered as it was by the thick, 
poorly landscaped growth of beard. 

I had stopped to eavesdrop and to say hello to Erin 
Hounihan who was one of this group. I had lost track of 
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Tom because of this and had to make my way alone to 
the bar for a drink. 

The women peppered through these groups of boasting, 
boisterous men glittered beautifully in their expensive 
linens and flowered silks, and their scents blended into a 
disturbing muskiness pervading the room. They had pro- 
voked the talk to sex; these smiling, wiggling, breast-bared 
beauties with questioning eyes, the voluptuous well-worn 
sophisticates with beckoning hands, and the fat, lumpy, 
drink-swollen matrons who dared not raise an eyebrow 
less that slight exercise drain them of energy to tackle 
drink-after-drink. 

I had a sinking feeling as my high heels castanetted over 
the rich mosaic tiled floor, its dazzling pattern flashing 
color back at me dizzily. 

Was there a moment of foreboding then? I had seen 
most of these people before, I had heard their brand of 
conversation before and I knew what to expect of them as 
the weekend progressed. I was no longer afraid of my 
husband’s boss, restaurant-chain tycoon Joe Paradise or 
of his electric, titian-haired wife, Milly, darling of the café 
society set and all the gossip columnists. My own little 
pink cloud had sustained me through many a brawling 
weekend at the Paradise shorefront estate and their merry- 
go-round existence had never dissolved it. 

Yet, now I do blame them and their blasted weekend 
for changing me and my love for Tom. 

I didn’t have to tell the houseman tending bar what my 
preference was; he was too well-trained to the demands of 
perfectionists such as Joe Paradise to forget a favorite 
guest of his. Charles fixed my bourbon-on-the-rocks the 
way I liked it, rubbing the rim of the glass with lemon peel 
and adding a dash of soda. I took my drink and began 
retracing my steps to join Tom. I stopped alongside Erin, 
who seemed so entranced with the young bearded Italian’s 
conversation that I felt I, too, should listen to his conclu- 
sions, 
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“Of course my psychiatrist has an answer for every- 
thing,” he was saying. “For my disillusionment with my 
wife and for my love for prostitutes. Why I pay him my 
hard-earned cash to tell me what I already know is beyond 
me, except that he has a personality that fascinates me. 
You see, at school in Milan, a priest seduced me when I 
was ten, The nuns bathed me. When we urinated, we had 
to wear visors lest we see the buttocks of the other boys.” 
Everyone laughed and I laughed, too. I remembered him 
now, the unconventional proprietor of the Circe Café on 
the beach in Shoredale. « | 

“Come, come, Alfredo,” Erin mocked. “Don't tell us 
you're nothing but a momma’s boy.” 

“T guess Italians have more breast per mom than your 
American moms. That’s our trouble, TIl admit it. We're 
all breast-worshippers.” 

- “I’m a bosom man myself,” Stokes said. 

Erin turned to me, smiling her thrifty glamour smile. 
She was of the no-animation school of sophistication. 

“Hi, Betsy, so you finally made it,” she said, then turned 
to wave at the little group surrounding us. “You know 
everyone here, Betsy, don’t you? Win, Elsa, Helayne and 
our dashing Alfredo.” 

I did not know them all, but no matter. Time and the 
drinking would separate the chaff from the wheat. 

“J seem to have lost Tom,” I said weakly. “My hus- 
band,” I explained to the smiling Alfredo. 

“J wouldn’t worry about a little thing like that,” Alfredo 
said facetiously and everyone howled at his intimation. 

“Cheers, darling, let’s have lots and lots of fun,” Erin 
said, raising her glass in my direction and draining it 
quickly. 

“Cheers.” 

I lifted my glass to my lips. It was expensively heavy 
and cumbersome. I was feeling lost and twingy for no 
reason at all and imagined the deep facets of the glass had 
cut into my fingers. I examined the velvety white tapers 

13 





topped with blood red polish. Cheers, I said to myself, as 
the liquid amber slid hotly down my throat and my eyes 
unblinkingly met the diamond sparkle of ice cubes whose 
centers trapped a tiny artificial rosebud, 

“To go back and sum things up,” Alfredo continued, “a 
designer friend of mine suggests we start concentrating on 
ears for a change. Busts and legs have had their day. He’s 
designing earrings that will point up the orifices of the 
delicate little pink auricles. Can change the whole fashion 
picture, by gosh.” 

“How about that, Betsy?” Erin said. “What have you to 
say? You are the expert on fashion.” 

“Sounds intriguing,” I answered. “The fiat-chested girls 
will welcome the change, that’s for sure,” I added laugh- 
ingly. 

“Yes, I see it now. Clothes to accent the orifices of 
the body,” Erin said approvingly. “I think I will start the 
trend and have my ears pierced,” 

“You can go down to Greenwich Village any Thursday 
night and a fantastic jeweler whose name I shall tell you 
will pierce your ears free of charge,” I informed her. “You 
will probably discover he is one step ahead of you all and 
already has the earrings Alfredo describes.” 

“Honey, let me buy you a drink,” Mr. Stokes offered 
me, holding up his empty glass and pulling at my elbow. 
“I am filling my glass with straight vodka. It’s bound to 
leave me breathless enough so I can lie down and die 
somewhere.” 

“No, thanks. I am not yet ready, Mr. Stokes,” I said 
politely, clinking my full glass against his empty one. 
“You get a refill while I locate my lost husband.” 

“Okay, honey,” Mr. Stokes agreed amiably. “Any hus- 
band-hunter is unique around here. [’ll have to bow to 
that.” He bowed gracefully, “PI say g'night to you, pretty 
one, until tomorrow. I am a weekend drinker and drink 
fast and furiously. Sends me off safely to my lonely bed. 
Hell, it’s got to be lonely at my age.” He winked and 

14 





headed toward the bar. I did not see Stokes again that 
night. 

Alfredo had been watching me and now he moved 
closer. “Drink up, darling—you are way behind,” he said, 
stroking my bare shoulder. His hand was hot and moist, 
and I caught a glimpse of long, dirty fingernails, highly 
buffed. 

His hand fell away at my glance. I had to make an 
effort not to examine the shoulder he had touched. I 
shrugged off the nasty notion his nails had made paths 
across my skin like an ugly tattoo, 


Two 


Ir was seven-thirty and many drinks later. No one 
seemed in any hurry to dress for dinner. Mounds of deli- 


cately flavored paté and pungent caviar and countless 
cocktail dips remained untouched, for all their vegetable- 
flowered and celery-curled decorations. Trays of hot tid- 
bits were passed again and again by pleasant, starchily 
groomed waitresses, but there were few partakers. 

I nibbled to stay on an even keel, for I was a notable 
two-drink drinker. Tom was still where I had finally 
caught a glimpse of him an hour before, in a huddle with 
his boss and Erin’s husband, Chuck Hounihan, 

The Dirty Three, I thought. Joe Paradise, Tom and 
Chuck. The three who were responsible for the phenom- 
enal success of the Paradise chain of eateries and by- 
products. 

Only twenty years before, Joe Paradise had been man- 
ning a newsstand and miniature soda fountain at a Bronx 
subway entrance. The tale of his Horatio Alger rise was 
legend. Out of sheer necessity, because he was too broke 
to stock breakfast juice one hot summer morning, Joe had 
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combined his remaining cans of orange, pineapple and 
grape juices, and added water to expand them for a few 
straggling customers. When his customers asked Joe 
what he had served them, his joking reply had been 
“Paradise Punch.” 

It was not long before his stand was besieged for the 
tantalizingly named drink, via word-of-mouth advertising. 
The resourceful Joe Paradise—nee Mendlebaum—began 
concocting more specialties and elaborating his Paradise 
theme. His first wife, Matilda, the mother of his two 
children, baked the bread for his sandwiches; an apple- 
flecked loaf that blended deliciously with peanut butter, 
The ramshackle stand was soon forsaken for a corner shop 
on a busy Bronx thoroughfare, and tended from early 
morning to late at night by Joe and plump, durable 
Matilda. 

The store was kept fanatically clean—its counters and 
fixtures were the most modern, the newest and most 
expensive of their day. The Mendlebaum family lived in 
back of the store to save rent and every penny of profit was 
piled up toward Joe’s dream of opening a Manhattan 
branch, 

Up to this point, Matilda Mendlebaum had been most 
cooperative in every way. But when Joe’s dreams of ex- 
pansion became a reality, they began to quarrel violently 
over the taking of that giant step. Not that Matilda cared 
about the gamble in terms of money. She feared the loss of 
the safe, womb-like existence led in the Bronx store, where 
she could keep track of her beloved man and boys in the 
womb-pouch entity of the one store and dark retreat of an 
apartment it provided. 

But Joe was lost to Matilda even then, A bank let him 
borrow an unprecedented amount to buy a tiny corner 
store, not far from the bustle of Times Square. 

By this time, he had begun calling himself Joe Paradise. 
He had invented and designed a unique sign for his stores, 
an enormous iridescent magenta border filled with winking 
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lights spelling out his brand name, “Taste of Paradise.” 
The lengthy name, its then unconventional theater mar- 
quee sign, the immaculate interior so unlike the usual 
counter stands, gained popularity immediately and Joe 
found his counter crowded not only with transient thirst- 
ers, but with the young office set who could buy a fine 
sandwich and an unusual drink for twenty cents. 

In a few years, Joe’s corner stands blanketed Manhat- 
tan and, with the success of the chain, he was. shrewd 
enough to gamble on their real estate holdings. He pur- 
chased the strategic corner buildings which housed his 
eateries. It became a sure thing that Taste of Paradise 
eating places would attract crowds, and the renting of his 
buildings for other enterprises became successful, too. 

Ten years after the first fateful drink of Paradise Punch 
was served, Joe was a millionaire. But he had left Matilda 
Mendlebaum and the boys behind in the Bronx. He was 
a good father and his sons were well provided for. Matilda 
seemed almost relieved at their separation and subsequent 
divorce. Joe maintained a bachelor’s apartment in a lavish 
midtown hotel and managed to spend some Sundays with 
his family. It was the only day the restaurants closed. 

For a long time, no other woman replaced Matilda. Joe 
had been too busy scheming and expanding during those 
ten years. It was Chuck Hounihan who brought about the 
real change in Joe. 

Chuck was a fight promoter when he met Joe and had 
just married Erin. They all met, oddly enough, in an East 
Side saloon. Joe had left his plush bachelor’s quarters that 
night after a sleepless four hours. His stomach had been 
giving him trouble and, although he had been drinking 
heavily and alone these past years, it had not occurred 
either to him or his doctor that the combination of tension 
and drinking, a life without fun and women, had affected 
his health. 

The old neighborhood bar was the only one open at that 
hour. Chuck and Erin had been honeymooning in a 
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cheap Lexington Avenue hotel and, for lack of money, 
sought a bit of night life in the corner saloon. 

Joe was attracted by the couple, envying the obvious 
sex-drained aura about them. They were a handsome pair, 
Irish, full of sparkle, and professionally much in love, 

“We've spent all our money on martinis and scotch,” 
Erin explained to Joe shamelessly. “Sex and alcohol mix 
beautifully. Gin before breakfast and lunch, and on and 
on with good old scotch. Recipe for a successful mar- 
riage.” 

“We're broke, but happy,” crooned Chuck. 

“Tomorrow it’s Paradise Punch for us, darling,” Erin 
giggled. 

Joe always got a thrill when someone mentioned his 
now famous concoction. Even today, he revels in the 
slightest compliment from close friend or casual acquaint- 
ance. 

When Joe revealed his identity to Erin and Chuck, 
they were most enthusiastic, treating him as if he were 
a celebrity. After a few more drinks, they were real 
buddies. 

“Say, you ought to can the stuff,” Chuck suggested and 
went on to outline a most outlandish program of expan- 
sion. Joe was smart enough to listen to the Irishman’s 
flights of fancy and took them to heart. 

That was the unconventional way Joe was known to 
hire his top executives. Pure impulse. Chuck Hounihan 
had the title of Product Planner for the Taste of Paradise 
chain and it was he who lured the young Tom Fanning 
away from his post as art director of a Fifth Avenue 
department store to spark an advertising campaign and 
design labels and packages for products manufactured and 
distributed by the Paradise company. 

Today Tom Fanning had the impressive title of Sales 
Promotion Director. He headed a large advertising staff 
at Paradise, as well as supervising the top advertising 
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agencies working on newspaper, radio and TV promo- 
tions. 

Not only was Paradise Punch canned and marketed, 
but Matilda’s Forbidden Apple bread and famous Fig 
Leaf cookies were runaway bestsellers. 

Tom was responsible for the renowned trademark of 
the Paradise company—a daring Adam and Eve in naked 
embrace skimpily hidden by Fig Leaves. Everything about 
Joe’s product development program was extravagant and 
costly in the beginning, but like all quality items, it 
endured. As time went on, cleanliness, too, became a 
phobia with Joe. Every sign was kept glossy and bright 
by a special staff. The store interiors were checked by 
“verm detectives.” 

The food was rarely touched by human hands, and his 
waitresses were put through extensive training courses in 
his methods of serving before they had any contact with 
a customer. The inventions necessary to accomplish a 
program of this sort entailed a great initial cost but repaid 
Joe many times in greater popularity of his restaurants 
and royalties in the adaptations of his methods by other 
chains. 

His delivery trucks were ingenious replicas of the stores, 
specially designed by Tom—troughs lined the sides in 
famous Forbidden Apple bread form, out of which grew 
espaliered apple trees. 


What can they be plotting now, I wondered, trying 
to catch Tom’s eye. Didn’t they ever tire of talking shop, 
even out here? Joe never considered a party a success 
unless his two “boys” were with him, There was a time 
when I could expect Tom home from the office at a normal 
hour. That was when Joe first met Milly, and was too 
preoccupied with courting her to pay attention to business. 
A speedy marriage to Milly promptly sent Joe back to 
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his old schedule. And lately things had been worse than 
ever. Almost as they were at the beginning. 

Joe would call Tom at any hour of the day or night, 
weekday, Sunday or holiday, and have him race over to 
the town house to hash out a zany idea. Joe could not 
seem to unwind these days. His not drinking did not help 
much. A recent operation on a bleeding ulcer expiained 
much. I noticed Joe appeared worried and fidgety, and 
kept looking toward the doorway, as if he were expecting 
someone. 

Erin was feeling no pain by this time. Her green, char- 
coal-lashed eyes were slits and there was the nervous tic 
of her mouth I now recognized as a sign of drunkenness. 
She was so well contained, even when drunk, only little 
give-away actions or reactions told you Erin had gone 
over the hill, so to speak. 

Erin was a girl so ugly she was beautiful. She was 
slim almost to a point of emaciation, but her dramatic 
choice of clothes gave her a unique brand of sex appeal. 
Her brown hair was tipped with silvery streaks and she 
wore it in the current fashion, short and feathered about 
her face. She had a lean, cat-like face with a long, thin 
nose. Her mouth was thin lipped yet sensuous, for it was 
rarely closed, generally limply parted to show pearly teeth, 

She wore a polished bronze cotton bouffant dress, 
wrapped empire-high and tightly draped below her small, 
curvacious bosom. The draping about her midriff was a 
long sash that criss-crossed over her breasts and tied into 
a halter about her neck. 


Erin began to sway and sing to herself as she left the 
room, her fingers loosening the knot at the back of her 
neck, 

Oh, no, I thought, it’s too early for Erin’s dance ... 
When Erin drank too much, she went Clearly out of this 
world and if the music was hot enough, she would go 
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into the most exciting, ritualistic wiggle dance. Even the 
most sophisticated members of the Paradise party became 
entranced. She had superb control over every sinuous 
muscle of her sleek body. There was nothing suggestive 
or dirty about her dance, because of her virginal-looking 
body with its perky adolescent breasts, bony indented 
waistline and flat limber hips. 

Erin headed for the library. I followed her, lest she 
disturb plans Milly had for the evening. Erin’s dancing 
could be most disturbing. 

Just then Joe Paradise jumped up, his face fevered 
with excitement. He, too, headed for the doorway. On 
the threshold was Cammy Thrush with a big blonde man 
who was vaguely familiar to me, yet I knew he had never 
attended a Paradise party before. 

I stepped aside to allow Joe to precede me since he 
seemed to be in such a rush to greet the new arrivals. 
He was most effusive in his welcome, unusual behavior 
for Joe. 

“Hello, hello,” he beamed. “I thought you’d never get 
here. What happened? Didn’t I say four-thirty? It’s 
eight now!” Joe examined his watch. He made a fetish 
of punctuality. 

The man answered Joe’s anxious inquiries while the girl 
put her hands into Joe’s eager outstretched palms and 

“Mary held us up,” Cammy’s escort explained. “We 
waited and waited for her to get off the links. When she 
did appear, she announced she would not come along 
with us tonight because she wants to be fresh for the 
tournament tomorrow. She’s got the bug all right. Hope 
you'll forgive her.” 

The man stepped down into the barroom and I could 
see him more plainly. The voice itself had rocked me 
back on my heels. It was Ed Barnes. We had grown up 
together. Ed had been my first crush in my teens. It 
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was unnerving the way that man popped into my life at 
the damnedest times. Ten years of damn popping. 

We had enjoyed one of those love-hate affairs at the 
tender age of sixteen. Even while I was away at college 
and began steady-dating a boy from a nearby school, he 
turned out to be Ed’s roommate. Ed began pursuing 
me again, breaking up with ease a relationship I had 
really enjoyed, 

And then there was the last time I had seen Ed Barnes, 
nine years before, when I had just become engaged to 
Tom. 

I had been working for International Foods at the time 
and proof on my ads had come in completely jumbled. 
I called Tom to tell him I would be late for our dinner 
date. As it turned out, Tom was in conference with Joe 
Paradise and I was told to try him again in fifteen minutes, 
Within the hour my work was done. Tom was still in 
conference. I decided to hop down to the corner drug 

- Store, have a coke and call him again from there. 

There was a fluffy white Samoyede on a lead that 
nuzzled up to me as I approached the soda fountain. I 
drew back. 

“Don’t be afraid, darling,” a man’s voice reassured me. 

It was Ed Barnes, sitting at the counter next to the 
woman who owned the dog. Ed, out of nowhere. Ed, 
just in time to stir me up again, create trouble again. 

“Come sit beside me, Betts,” he ordered, patting the 
empty stool beside him. 

He had a low, whispery voice and pale blue eyes of 
steel, with lush-lashed lids partly closed—closed to every- 
thing but what he wanted, when he wanted it. The long 
leanness of him, too. He hadn’t changed, not a whit, 
everything the way I liked it, the girl-dream of him very 
much alive. 

I was furious at my meek submission as I sat next to 
him, meek, meek as any child obeying a father, I sat 
next to him, furious, because my heart began to pound, 
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pound and my hands tremble, tremble and the lovely cool 
poise was gone, gone. 

Once I was beside him, he relaxed into nonchalance, 
elbows on the counter, big shoulders hunched in the funny 
shrugging way I remembered so well. 

Ed pushed the ice around in his coke with his straw 
industriously for some seconds, then looked at me. 

I preferred to meet his eyes in the mirror behind the 
counter. He found my eyes in the mirror and was obvi- 
ously pleased with what he saw: the smooth, slick young 
thing in the career-black dress and expensive eye-catching 
hat. 

The clerk asked me what I wanted. 

“Oh, nothing,” I stammered. “Well, a coke, I guess.” 
I turned to Ed. “I’m just waiting to make a phone call 
to Tom, my fiance.” 

I flushed, furious with myself for blurting out the fact 
that I was engaged, as if it were some sort of crutch I 
needed. Very few men had produced in me the electric, 
‘chemical reaction inspiring those torturous chills and 
fever, the agony of exploding ovaries. With Tom, there 
had been plusses other than a chemical explosion. I loved 
him every which way. I loved the way he thought, talked, 
dreamed, worked, lived and made love. With Ed Barnes 
it had been different. I only remembered the churning 
feeling. We agreed on nothing. He abhorred brainy 
women. He had laughed at my early writing attempts. 
He had cheated and lied charmingly all through school. 
He was one of those lucky ducks who broke all the rules 
and got away with it. 

I turned and looked at him. This time I could tell 

“Hello,” he said again in that soft, purring voice of his, 
him off, tell him what I really thought of him. His pale 
blue eyes were glazed, sexy slits of appraisal. They 
embraced my breasts, the tight fit of the black dress over 
my hips. I tried to turn away from the look, lifted the 
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coke to my lips, but my hand began to shake so hard 
I had to set the drink back down on the counter. 

Damn, damn you, I thought. How can this happen to 
me now? Now, with Tom, with the crutch of that diamond 
blaze on the proper finger. 

“I said, ‘Hello,’ my darling,” he repeated. 

I smiled at him. I decided humoring him was best, 
since Ed was so perverse that the chase would appeal 
to him. 

“Afraid of something, honey?” he teased. “Afraid of 
life?” Now he was serious. “Come on; Betts, let’s get 
the hell out of here.” 

I gave him a horrified look, 

“Don’t give me one of those famous buttery, big-eyed 
looks of yours, Betsy baby. You don’t mean it, you 
know,” he said smugly. 

I bristled and we began to quarrel just as we had in 
the past. Once in the middle of a quarrel, at a picnic, Ed 
had knocked me down in the grass and kissed me brutally. 
“I ought to take you here,” I remembered him saying. 
“I ought to love the damn fear out of you!” 

He was right. I would not leave. I had already for- 
gotten Tom, the call I had to make. I sat rigidly for a 
moment, numbed, the brittle light of the drug store spilling 
over me, rippling into glossy waves over my furs. 

“Heil, the minute I see you, Betsy, sparks begin to 
fly. Electricity zigzags between us, lightning strikes. You 
know that, don’t you?” His eyes were open now, the 
steel in them softer. 

I nodded helplessly. I tried in vain to pull myself 
together. There were the same old sparks, all right. And 
they sparked a cold, dangerous fire; shuddery and icy, 
not in the least warming. 

I can’t, I can’t, I thought. My life is set. Its Tom 
I love. 

“Can’t we go now?” Ed persisted. 

I spun around in my stool, then stopped. Ridiculous 
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to feel as if I had something to hide, as if this wretched 
counter were a clandestine meeting place, as if this session 
a deux had been prearranged! I laughed to myself. Sud- 
denly everyone in the store seemed to resemble Tom with 
well-cut Brooks suit, crisp hair cut, the intriguing shadowy _ 
birthmark over the right eye. I felt smothered by the 
smell of coffee bubbling over a sporadic flame, dishes 
sudsing in stale water, the thickening scent of syrup ladled 
over ice cream. 

I was tempted to run away. And then, reason. 

“Do you collect women at drug store counters?” I 
lashed out at Ed. “What makes you think you can walk 
right into my life again?” } 

He half sneered and turned away from me. “Sorry, my 
darling,” he said, shrugging. 

My furs slid from my neck in my haste to get off the 
stool. He picked them up and placed them caressingly 
about my shoulders. 

“Where do we go from here? Quickly!” he urged. 

And that was the beginning of a series of secret meet- 
ings with Ed Barnes. I felt I had to get him out of 
my system somehow. After each call, I would vow never 
to see him again. I thought we could talk the thing out, 
get it over with so I could be a human being again. But 
for awhile I thought the crazy electric feeling I had with 
Ed was human. 

A few mectings in the chic bars of the Fifties and Ed 
Was suggesting we spend the night together. I realized 
the chitchat was adolescent. Now I was as anxious as he. 

There was a cloudburst and not a cab-in sight. We 
ran along in the rain until we were soaked, taking shelter 
finally in the lobby of a hotel. We registered as man 
and wife, Ed blithely engaging the bridal suite. 

As if in a dream, we sat in the suite drinking highballs. 
After a few frantic kisses, I left to undress in the bed- 
room, a somnambulistic ritual of shedding my soaked 
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clothes and hanging them to dry from the curtain rod of 
a window over a steaming radiator, 

Ed came into the bedroom. I was wearing a sheet. We 
finished our highballs. 

“Look, I have something for you,” Ed said, handing 
me a small package. 

I opened it, Inside were a pair of the most exquisitely 
sheer stockings. 

“Because your legs are fabulous,” Rd said. “I saw 
them displayed in a store window and I knew I had to 
see a pair on you. Try them on for me, will you, darling?” 

I remember the forced gaiety in slipping them on, 
exercising my legs provocatively, yet still clutching at the 
sheet. There was an overwhelming feeling of tenderness 
for Ed. He had never bought me a thing, never even 
remembered to send me a birthday card or flowers. The 
hose were a ridiculous present, certainly unimpressive. 
It wasn’t a matter of money; Ed had enough. He just 
wasn’t a thoughtful guy, not sentimental, not romantic— 
all of the wonderful woman-warming things Tom was. 
Buying me the hose must have cost Ed a great deal; 
he looked stripped of his passport to the unthinking 
land of maledom. 

“They’re wonderful,” I enthused. “Sexy. I love them.” 
I twisted Tom’s diamond nervously. What next, what 
next, I thought? I was terrified, worried lest I not per- 
form the act of love to his satisfaction. 

I was still a virgin. Kissing and touching were arts in 
which I was now well versed, like any young prude of 
my day and background. Tom adored this about me. 
There had been many women in his life and he was play- 
ing the waiting game with sport and pleasure, with sensu- 
ous restraint. Tom knew where his treasure lay hidden. 
He could wait for the most propitious moment to 
uncover it. 

Ed kissed me hard. He tore away the sheet. 

“You are beautiful. Magnifi8ent.” He embraced me. 
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My. small bones trembled in his powerful arms. But 
instead of opening to him, bending to him, melting, I 
clung in desperation: rigid, cold. 

He pushed me back on the bed and looked knowingly 
at me in my nakedness, the mesh stockings crumpling at 
my knees. 

“I can’t take you this way,” he said scornfully. “You're 
a pathetically scared little rabbit. Why the hell don’t you 
grow up, Betsy?” 

“T can’t help it. I can’t help it,” I cried. 

“You'd better stick to your ivory tower, honey. A 
little taste of living and loving might kill you one of 
these days.” 

And Ed walked out of the room. 

I never saw him again until tonight. The bitter humilia- 
tion of our last encounter had burned within my secret 
heart for years. I remember staying the night in that 
depressing bridal suite, not sleeping but waiting, waiting 


for the dawn to seep through the windows. My soggy 
clothes hung on the curtain rod of the lone bedroom 
window. To me, they epitomized the lifeless effigy of 
myself Ed had described. Forlorn and forsaken. 


And here he was at the Paradise place with Cammy 
Thrush, an inconsequential New York bistro singer. There 
was enough of a puzzle about the two of them being 
together to stop me in my tracks. And even more puzzling 
was the arrival of Cammy’s husband, Bobby, who was 
greeted cordially by Joe. 

Ed looked the room over, probably seeking the bar. 
Suddenly he caught sight of me. We looked hard at one 
another across that room, my eyes meeting those dis- 
turbing half closed, heavy lidded daredevil eyes that I 
could never forget. The sneer, the coldly contemptuous 
look that was so studied in his youth was still there, now 
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permanently settled into the lean lines of his handsome 
face. Like an interesting scar or his own trademark. 

No more than a moment, that look, but in our eyes, 
our expression, a flick of an eyelid or whatever breath 
of a motion one makes if only to live, exist, breathe, 
we had communicated well with one another. The New 
York interlude, the adolescent years were traced, the sad 
limits of our fumbling passion. 

The electric look zigzagging between us again held a 
threatening promise of fulfillment, of consummation. I 
turned away, even now too frightened and gutless about 
things concerning sex and sex attraction. 


However, Ed did not hesitate an instant. He strode. 


toward me with purpose. I could only think and think 
irrationally he was coming to take what he wanted and 
had waited for so long. WU ae 


“Hello, Ed. Of all people,” I said casually, hating i 


the childish surge of blood I knew to be tingeing my 
face and chest. 

“Hello yourself, and it’s a beautiful self,’ Ed answered 
cheerily. “But what in thunder are you up to here, of 
all places?” he asked. 

“Tom, Tom Fanning, my husband, is Joe’s Sales Promo- 
tion Director,” I explained, 

“Of course, Tom Fanning. We've met. So he’s the 
lucky guy. Quite the wonder boy from what I hear. 
And that’s straight from Joe’s critical mouth.” 

We continued in cliches, picking up bits of informa- 
tion about one another, filling in the past nine years. 
I regained my composure quickly. Ed loved to talk and 
I let him. He told me he had married Mary Danielson 
from our home town, a girl I vaguely remembered as 
unattractive, mannish looking, a good athlete. That 
explained her absence. She was the golf playing “Mary” 
who had delayed Ed’s and Cammy’s arrival. 

“We go pretty much our own ways these days,” Ed 
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commented. “I prefer another variety of sport,” he 
added meaningfully. 

For many minutes we parried our respective bits of 
fill-in over the years, tossing them at each other like a 
badminton feather. What a naive fool I was to stand 
and listen, completely re-charmed, sentimentally trans- 
ported to baby days, listening, entranced and bewitched, 
not recognizing the well-traveled path into the male jungle 
of persuasive small talk. His motives, his desires were 
heavily screened with the extravagant foliage of his words. 
But after a few minutes, this camouflage was cast off 
and his bluntness was like some huge beast devouring 
me whole. 

“Pd like to take you right upstairs into one of Milly’s 
whorish rooms and get into bed with you. I don’t think 
we'd flop this time.” 

Ed’s direct approach was not as shocking as it might 
have been nine years before. Marriage, the advertising 
business, the Paradise crowd, had taught me almost 
everything. As a matter of fact, I had seen this direct 
approach work wonders with some women, but it was 
still distasteful to me. Thank heaven for Tom, I thought, 
Tom who had shielded me from it all, and damn Ed for 
having the power to befuddle and upset me. 

I managed a smile and fluttered my eyelashes at him. 
“Still playing bedsy-wedsy, I see,” I said sarcastically. 
“Well, it’s a popular game these days, but not for me. 
I happen to be in love with my husband. You know, 
one of those unbelievable old-fashioned types.” 

“You have beautiful breasts,” Ed said, ignoring my 
fidgety remarks and concentrating on the low vee of my 
dress. “You've filled out very nicely.” 

My New England prudishness inspired the hasty auto- 
matic cover my hand made over the deeply creased swell 
above the filmy chiffon frame of my neckline. Ed laughed 
at my reaction and I removed my hand. 
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“You are still a very naughty boy,” I managed to 
say airily. 

“Still?” Ed asked. “Then you do remember, don’t 
you?” 

I remembered. And Tom, dear Tom, came over just 
then to rescue me. I introduced them, only to discover 
they had met the week before. Why hadn’t Tom men- 
tioned it? Ed Barnes had been hired by Joe to direct 
the real estate holdings for the Paradise chain. I couldn’t 
imagine more unlikely business associates than Tom 
and Ed. 

“We must find Erin,” I said, poking Tom meaningft lly 
when Ed suggested we join him at the bar for a drink. 
“She looks like she’s gone over the hill. I was about to 
rescue her when I bumped into Ed,” I elaborated to Tom. 

Ed excused himself. Tom took my hand in his as we 
headed for the library and Erin. He said, “You looked 
frightened at running into Ed Barnes so unexpectedly.” 

“I was taken by surprise,” I answered Tom honestly. 

“Why didn’t you tell me Ed was joining Paradise?” 

“I didn’t think much about it, honey,” Tom apologized. 
“As a matter of fact, I didn’t recall Ed—the name I 
mean. After all, I had never met this old flame of yours. 
Not until this minute.” 

“He’s just as spoiled as ever,” I commented. 

Tom laughed. “Don’t worry, honey. Ten years slows 
down the most energetic of wolves.” 

“Then you do recall my telling you all about him?” 

“Not all, my pet. My memory isn’t that good.” Tom 
squeezed my hand and gave me an indulgent look. 
“Scared? Shall we hop a train back?” 
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Three 


THERE was a gay group in the library, a large mellow 
room with book-prettied walls, an enormous fireplace, 
importantly framed paintings, and lots of brilliant leather 
chairs and sofas. A mammoth silk hassock was in front 
of the fireplace which was banked with summer greenery. 
Seated upon this hassock was Erin, swaying with the 
music which was loud and brassy. There was a built-in 
bar in this room, too, and Milly was tending to the drinks 
of the small select group herself. 

“C’mon, Erin, dance for us, sweetie,” she was coaxing. 
“My party would not be complete without your ador- 
able wiggles.” Milly turned to Alfredo who was standing 
beside her, helping in a rather ineffectual way. “Alfredo, 
darling,” she asked, “have you ever seen Erin wiggle? 
She’s the wigglingest dame you ever saw.” 

“No, I have not had the pleasure,” Alfredo said dis- 
interestedly. “She had better hurry, however. My café 
is about to open and I shall have to leave all you nice 
people.” 

“You can’t leave,” Milly shrieked. “Sour miserable 
restaurant will get along without you, A | 
will be there. That wife of yours is elkmis for the 
heavy work, and don’t tell us differently. Good ole 
Irenee. So sit right down, sonny, and watch Erin. Might 
get some blood circulating in the right places. And if 
you’re a good boy, we all might end up at your joint 
and add to your spendin’ money.” She pinched Alfredo’s 
thin cheek, ruffled his beard. | 

“Ending up at my place is nothing new, Milly.” Alfredo 
smoothed his beard. “I love it, but Irenee complains, 
complains.” He shook his head and settled down in a 
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huge leather chair and looked to Erin for a performance, 
as the others in the room were doing. 
Erin turned off the hi-fi and began singing a risque song: 


I wanna man who's gonna 

stay all night, 

I wanna man who’s gonna 

do it right, 

all day long and all of the night. 


The doors leading onto the terrace were open, and with 
the sinking of the sun, there was a deliciously cool breeze 
winging its way to us over the water. A gorgeous round 
of moon seemed to be hurrying the day’s ending, erasing 
pale scribbles of sun until all there was left of the hot 
fireball was a shimmer on the water. Through the black- 
green bristle of the gigantic Jack pines, I could see Tartan 
Island like a verdant eel strung along the deep blue of 
the Sound. The stars popped into view like winking rhine- 
stones and a snowfall of gulls sparked a darkening sky. 

“What a girl!” Milly exclaimed as Erin sang on. 

What a view, I thought. How beautiful. And what 
a pity and a waste. No one cared a damn about the 
view. Tom and I looked at one another and shrugged. 
What to do about Erin? 

The knot of her halter had loosened and as she swung 
her liquid body from side to side, we were all treated to 
a peek of her pink-nippled baby breasts, perky little 
mounds of flesh, bright white against the bathing suit 
boundaries of her tan. 

“Any minute those ties will come completely undone 
and she'll go into her dance,” I whispered to Tom. 
“Can’t you stop her? Dinner hasn’t been served yet. Joe 
will have a fit if she upsets things again. Remember the 
last time?” 

Tom nodded. “I'll find Chuck. He’s the only one who 
can stop her now.” 
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Just then Chuck entered the library. We looked askance 
at him, but he, too, shrugged. We all knew what a crazy 
drunk Erin was and, if thwarted in any way, she became 
vicious, hard to handle. Worst of all, her language became 
as foul as any man’s. Tom admitted he had not heard 
her equal even in the service. Old English, the basic 
language, was Erin’s way of describing it. 

Erin caught sight of Chuck, however, and hesitated 
for an instant, although there was no sign of disapproval 
on Chuck’s face. 

Milly put an arm around Chuck’s neck and chided, 
“Get outta here, Chuckie, you’re inhibiting your wife!” 

Chuck howled. “Since when do I inhibit my baby?” 

“G’wan, g’wan and chase a little blonde,” Milly teased, 
pushing at him. 

Erin continued to sing, but it was obvious the inter- 
ruption had spoiled her mood. “Too many loudmouth 
sonsabitches in this room,” she announced, stopping the 
singing and hoisting her halter ties up around her neck. 
She walked over to us. 

“I et’s freshen up a bit for dinner,” I suggested, sighting 
the butler in the doorway. “Here’s Gibson to announce 
dinner, and about time.” I noticed Erin struggling with 
the knot at the back of her neck. “If you come along 
with me, I'll fix that,” I said with the gentle firmness 
one would use on a child. 

She gave me a suspicious look which dissolved quickly. 
“Good idea, Betts,’ she agreed happily. “I’ve had to 
go for ages anyway. C’mon.” 

On one side of the large entrance hall was the elabo- 
rately equipped powder room, as luxuriously mirrored 
and fitted as in any top Manhattan nightclub, A maid 
was in attendance. 

Off the huge mirrored room was a smaller room con- 
taining the toilet. This room was occupied and occupied 
thoroughly, from the sound of it. Faucets, shower stall 
and toilet flush were all going at once, 
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“It's occupied, ma'am,” the maid announced. “Mrs. 
Hulalerd will be out in a moment.” 

“So we hear,” Erin quipped, studying herself in the 
mirror. “I can’t imagine what Althea Hulalerd can be 
doing with all that water. Not drinking it, that’s for sure.” 
Erin sat down to view herself further at a lavish dressing 
table. “God, I’m a mess, a real unholy one,” she said, 
worrying her sleek coiffure. “I feel whooshy myself. Too 
much too fast, as usual,” she confided wearily to me, 

“Sit tight,” I recommended. 

“Darling, truer words were never spoken. I'm sitting 
tight as hell right now. Martinis ruin me but I love the 
Passionate potion.” 

“Take things a bit easier, will you, Erin?” I cautioned. 
“We have a long hard weekend ahead of us and we want 
you along every inch of the way.” 

“Nuts, Pollyanna. Don’t tell me what to do. I’m all 
for doing what I want to do when I want to do it, remem- 
ber me?” 

How could I forget, I answered her silently. One of 
the hardest tasks I had had was to become friendly and 
stay friendly with Erin Hounihan. I liked Chuck. He 
was a heavy drinker and carefree, too, yet he did his job 
well and I admired him for it. 

But Erin had a mean streak in her. Nothing, not even 
her adorable three-year-old, stood in the way of her 
eternal escape from boredom in what she termed “always 
having fun.” And her fun was partying and drinking 
every day and all day long. Her pretense at being a 
good mother shocked me. Her tiny daughter was sub- 
jected to the most ruthless code of discipline I had ever 
witnessed. “Minding her manners,” Erin called it. And 
minding her manners was just Erin’s easy way of having 
the least bother from the child. I hoped never again to 
endure the sight of the little one in her high chair at meal- 
times, her left hand tied behind her back so it remained 
out of sight, lest she place her elbow on the tray. 
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Erin and Chuck could not be called alcoholics. Heavy 
drinkers, yes. But I was not expert enough in the fine 
point of distinction between the two. To me, Erin was 
heading toward alcoholism. She was the one who needed 
a beer at breakfast and a bloody mary before lunch. 
Chuck just managed to vomit the whiskey out of his 
system each morning, and did a full day’s work before 
he rejoined Erin at martini time. But Erin depended on 
sherry to carry her through the afternoon. The batch 
of martinis was awhirl the instant Chuck entered the 
house each evening. 

Erin’s yearning to be a lady according to the book 
was pathetic. She was a devout Catholic and attended 
church each Sunday no matter what her condition, and 
often made it only by the grace of God and several 
straight shots of whiskey. For all of her reckless living, 
she was a stickler for cleanliness in her household and 
managed to keep her help in spite of impossible demands. 
Chuck had filled us in on Erin’s background, and it 
explained a good deal. We had all accepted the myth 
of her boarding school days and the ladylike aspirations. 
Erin’s mother, a vaudeville performer, had had a partner 
in her act who had stayed only long enough to impreg- 
nate her. Erin was fatherless all through her childhood, 
and life had been a series of boarding out in different 
schools. 

I managed to get along with Erin only because I gave 
in to her whims. I knew she both liked and resented 
me, and while I was often her pet, I frequently was 
also the whipping girl of her drunken outbursts. 

She turned on me now. Suddenly. 

“Yes, I’m a mess, but there you stand, Miss Virgin 
Mary, as cool and calm and pretty as you please. Not 
a hair out of place. Breasts bubbling. A dress that never 
heard of wrinkles. Look at me, oh, look.” She glared 
at the reflection in the mirror and slapped at it. “You 
naughty little bastard!” She began to swear at me. “Damn 

35 








your silky hide! You give me a big pain in the ass and 
so does that jellyfish dandy of a husband you've got!” 
She smiled wickedly. “Well, Miss Hoity-Toity, I’m gonna 
get him if it’s the last thing I do. I can’t believe any 
man is that faithful.” 

“Now, Erin,” I said soothingly, “we have been over 
all that before. Tom and I are not as interesting and 
scintillating as you make us out to be.” 

“Flattery will get you nowhere, Betsy Fanning. I bet 
I can get Tom to roll me in some sweet hay. Wanna bet? 
And he’ll get a helluva lot better from me than he’s getting 
from a cold cookie like you!” 

“Erin, please!” I begged, more embarrassed for the 
maid in the room. 

“Horsefeathers. I can’t understand what Tom goes 
home to night after night. He’s such a darling. He can’t 
be the saint you say he is. Either he’s hot as hell on 
the side for some other babe and is a master of discretion, 
or he’s a washout in the bed department altogether. There 
isn’t a man alive who doesn’t cheat.” 

“We've been over this before, Erin, why go into it 
now?” I repeated. I tried to distract her. “Tom is a guy 
who loves his wife, his home, and baby. Is that unique?” 

“Yah, it’s unique, all right. But I intend to put a 
crimp in that special style of yours, darling, before this 
weekend’s over.” 

I was disgusted with her now and running out of 
patience. There was just so much one could take and 
I could humor her drunken mood no longer. “If you can 
do it, my sweet, I'll take my Walter Florell hat off to 
you,” I said icily. 

I was surprised to get no reaction from Erin. The 
usual invective when she was provoked was not loosed 
this time. Instead, she stared at me through her lazy, 
red-rimmed eyes, and they were shiningly glazed with 
distaste for me. For all her complaints about her appear- 
ance, she was as sleek and well-groomed as I, her lean 
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body poured beautifully into her dress, each seam follow- 
ing the Hollywoodian languidness of her. Her mask- 
like makeup covered the golden splatter of freckles 
and her mascara’d eyelashes were blackly thicketed under 
the echo of frowning brows. 

Althea Hulalerd came out of the other room. Her hair 
was a matted, soaking mess (she had ducked it under the 
shower), and she had torn the high neckline of her expen- 
sive dress as the first step toward comfort. 

“Here’s one alcoholic who isn’t anonymous,” Erin jibed. 

Althea smiled, waved a shaky hand at Erin and col- 
lapsed on the floor. The maid became alarmed and tried 
to assist her but froze with fright at the sight of Althea’s 
sudden seizure. A fairly mild attack of the D.T.’s but 
still not a pleasant sight. 

“That's a sorry gal,” Erin commented soberly. “Well, 
she’s reached her saturation point. Ho-hum, give and 
take a few hours and she’ll be at it again. At least I 
know when to go on the wagon.” 

“Is there a doctor in the house?” I asked the maid, 
not meaning to be funny at all. 

“Go out, quickly, Betsy,” Erin ordered. “Try to 
find Milly. Among all these free-loaders there must be 
one quack.” 

I ran out and found Milly. She produced a young 
local doctor who administered to Althea as best he could. 

Erin and I hastily left the powder room. 

‘Don’t take Althea too seriously,” Erin confided. “A 
lot of her fits are only attention-getters. Sure, she’s a 
souse; but who wouldn’t be in a situation like hers?” 

“But isn’t her husband top banana of one of the major 
networks? Sounds as if the gay life should be hers, with 
all the celebrities and parties going on in that business.” 

“He’s the shy, workhorse type,” Erin gossiped. “Sticks 
her away out in the country in that fabulous house on 
the river, all alone. They've adopted a few kids but 
that didn’t help much. She goes to parties alone. She’s 
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tried community work, but hubby won’t mix and she winds 
up being the left foot at all affairs.” 

“Lets not analyze Althea,” I interrupted. “I'm starv- 
ing. Let’s find Tom and Chuck.” 

Erin continued Althea’s story. “They say her husband 
uses her for a punching bag. The sadistic type. Can't 
sleep with her unless she’s in compatible color, I guess, 
mostly black and blue. They say he’s impotent but I 
think he’s one of those ambisextrous types. Works on 
both currents, AC-DC, if you know what I mean.” 

Erin chattered away as we walked down the long hall 
to the dining room. “What she needs is a lover, not a 
bottle, to keep her company,” she said. 

“Erin, hush,” I humored her. “The whole situation 
sounds too sad for words.” 

I thought, thankfully, how different things were with 
Tom and me. Why, Tom refused to go to a movie alone. 
We were always together and even now, when I free- 
lanced, we lunched together as we had done in the early 
baby-less days. 

In a way, I was thankful for the Althea fiasco, because 
it seemed to sober Erin. It had saved our argument from 
coming to the disastrous climax which had been a con- 
stant threat these last few months. Erin had seemed more 
antagonistic toward me since my baby’s arrival, especially 
since I managed both baby and career. I could see it 
irked her, but had not been particularly worried since it 
was a feeling I engendered in many women. 

As we entered the dining room to join the others at 
the buffet table, Erin turned to me and said, “I wasn’t 
kidding, Betsy. I’m going to make Tom if it’s the last 
thing I do. Even if only to prove he’s a human being, 
like all the others. You can’t keep that myth of your 
marriage going forever, Betts. It isn’t fair to all the other 
gals.” 

I laughed as if she were telling me a funny joke. But 
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I could not dismiss her threat and it lingered with me all 
through dinner. 

The myth of our marriage. Was it an ephemeral thing 
because it had achieved conventional perfection? Sure, 
there were times I had thought it might be fun to be 
naughty, have an affair—an Ed Barnes affair? —drink 
too much, spend a few slovenly days at home, not be 
anguished over every word I wrote into an ad. 

The myth of our marriage. Quite a charming tale. Girl 
marries boy. Gets everything her heart desires. The 
cocoon of mink, the silken rooms, the shiny Cadillac ever 
awaiting her at the door. 

Was the myth of my marriage truly woven of flimsy 
fabric, as Erin intimated? Would she be the first to 
stain it? 


Four 


LITTLE tray tables had been set up all over the house 
and I chose to join the group in the living room. The 
food was delicious, as it always was, thañks to Milly’s 
fastidious planning and prize cook, Sonia. The curry was 
spicy, the salad crisply fresh, all of the meal particularly 
wonderful nourishment for heavy drinkers, There was | 
plenty of wine for those who preferred it, but most of the 
diners kept their highballs beside their plates and drank 
right through dinner. I had learned long ago to keep a 
full glass beside my plate lest I offend Milly, but I did 
not continue to drink. 

Tom and Chuck finally arrived at the buffet to fill 
their plates. With them was Cammy Thrush and follow- 
ing her, like a frightened puppy, her burly husband, 
Bobby Hornyak, an ex-fighter Chuck had known in his 
promoter days. Bobby had been a middleweight and 
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While he had not made the big time, he had managed 
to eke out a consistently good enough living in his hey- 
day. He earned his living now maintaining a route of 
candy machines in one of New York’s isolated boroughs. 
Cammy was about thirty, at least ten years younger than 
her husband. She had met Bobby in Florida while pur- 
suing a singing career in second rate night clubs. Bobby’s 
genial personality, his devil-may-care spending while on 
vacation had led her to believe there might be some 
security in marrying him. At least it got her to New 
York, where she could further her ambitions to be a 
performer. Although Bobby’s grubstake had proven to be 
meager, they had been reasonably happy up to this time, 
and Cammy had been glad to escape domesticity and am- 
plify Bobby’s income by working as a photographer in 
countless small Manhattan clubs. She continued taking 
dramatic and singing lessons in the hope of breaking 
into show business. 

Milly and Joe Paradise had wandered into one of the 
bistros in which Cammy was photographing customers 
after doing all the chic spots on their nightly rounds. 
Cammy often sang in the late hours without pay to 
gain experience, and had done so this night. In Milly’s 
and Joe’s inebriated state, Cammy had sounded like “an- 
other Dinah Shore” and they practically “bought out the 
joint to encourage the kid,” to hear them tell the tale 
of their discovery. 

That was six months ago, Going slumming downtown 
to Cammy’s club now topped off every evening on the 
town and the Paradises brought their friends along. It 
wasn’t long before the shrewd club owner promoted 
Cammy to singer status. 

Many an evening Cammy and her accompanist were 
brought after hours to continue their entertainment at 
the Paradise town house on Sutton Place. Cammy Thrush, 
her ever awaiting husband, and the doleful accompanist 
were treated like pet poodles and never really attained 
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social status in Milly’s book. That is why I was sur- 
prised at their appearance this weekend, 

Tom and Chuck joined me. “Sit down and talk to 
me,” I invited. “I moved to the end of a large empty sofa. 
“Sit in the middle, Betts,” Chuck ordered, balancing the 
full plate of food he carried in his hands. 

I settled myself between Tom and Chuck. The two men 
concentrated on devouring the food, balancing the plates 
on their knees. 

“Have you eaten, Betts?” Tom asked. “Sorry, darling, 
but I should have asked you that before digging into 
this.” 

“I was starved. Couldn’t wait,” I said. “Erin and I 
freshened up and were almost the first ones at the buffet.” 

“Good girl,” Chuck smiled at me. “The only smart 
one in the bunch. I’m thankful to you for seeing that 
Erin stays off that notorious liquid weekend diet of hers. 
You know what I mean.” He laughed. “I’m a great 
one to talk. But you and Tom are good influences. 
Couldn’t make the grade without you.” 

“Shut up and eat,” Tom told him. 

“What did you boys think of our latest arrivals?” I 
was curious to know their reactions to Cammy’s sudden 
appearance as a guest, and a weekend guest at that. 

“No comment,” Tom whispered. “Here they come.” 

Cammy and her husband, Bobby, were heading in our 
direction. I suppose she felt friendly toward us since 
we had spent so many evenings with the Paradises at 
her club. 

“Do you mind if we join you?” Cammy asked sweetly, 
fluttering long eyelashes at the two men. 

Tom and Chuck stook up awkwardly, plates still in 
hand. 

“Of course, of course, please do,” they mumbled 
politely. 

I smiled approval, patting the cushion beside me. “It’s 
good to see you again.” 
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“Thank you, Mrs. Fanning,” Cammy said ingratia- 
tingly, sitting down on the sofa beside me, patting her 
tight skirt with mincing feminine gestures, balancing her 
platter of food gingerly on carefully exposed, dimpled 
knees. 

Tom and Chuck resettled themselves, flanking Cammy 
and me on the sofa. Now there was no room for Bobby 
and he made no effort to find an empty chair to pull 
over and join us. Once Cammy had settled herself, com- 
pletely unconcerned about him, he shuffled off, content 
to seat himself behind one of Milly’s exotic plants apart 
from the rest of the crowd. Again, the frightened-puppy 
simile popped into my mind as I watched him attack his 
plate, piled high with food and biscuits. 

At this moment, Joe Paradise rushed over. Tom greeted 

“Sit down, Joe. Relax.” Tom stood up, motioning 
Joe to take his place. 

Joe eyed the empty seat next to Cammy longingly. 
“No, no,” he protested weakly. “Please finish your din- 
ner. I don’t want to interrupt. Just wanted to say hello 
to Cammy.” 

“Sit down, sit down, Joe,” Cammy urged. “Mr. Fan- 
ning is right. You must relax.” Her throaty voice held 
a sexy invitation. 

Joe sat down next to her, snuggling close. The efficient 
Gibson came and settled a tray table before his boss with 
a specially prepared platter upon it. Joe smiled at Gibson 
in thanks. 

Tom found an empty chair, pulled it over to the sofa 
and settled down to finishing his dinner. 

Joe looked pleased, He was surrounded by his favorites. 
He seemed keyed up, tense, but it was a new variety 
of tenseness, not born of business. 

“Terrific party,” Joe commented glowingly. “Are you 
all having a good time?” His eyes never left Cammy. 

“Tm having a ball, darling,” Cammy cooed, 
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“Great. That’s just great,” Joe said, his eyes con- 
suming her, lingering over the lavish swell of her half- 
bared breasts. 

Cammy was tiny. I could see why Joe was attracted 
to the girl. She suited his short stubbiness better than 
the tall, big boned Milly. She was thin, flat hipped, and 
long legged. Her large breasts were out of proportion 
to her small figure, lush elated circles blown out from 
below narrow, femininely rounded shoulders and further 
emphasized by her handspan waist. Her face was hard 
yet pretty, the foreign mixture in it obvious in the flaw- 
less olive complexion, the almost Roman nose, the black- 
brown eyes flecked with prismatic brilliance, always 
opened wide, faintly under-shadowed. Her mouth was 
sensuous and she accented its voluptuousness with dark 
lipstick, outlined in a sulky down curve. She wore her 
thick black hair in a sleek, glossy page boy that touched 
her shoulders. She had the poise and purpose of one 
who has suffered hardships from the moment she was 
born, and survived them by sheer animal instinct. Her 
glamour was clearly calculated and she had a serene air 
of waiting about her. As she parried glances with Joe 
Paradise, one easily saw this false serenity was born of 
knowing the waiting would not be long. 

“Your dinner will be cold if you don’t start eating it,” 
I cautioned Joe, amused at startling him a bit. 

“You are right, Betsy,” he answered, picking up his 
fork and making a stab at the food on his plate. “But 
it’s hard to concentrate on food when there are so many 
pretty girls around me.” He looked at Cammy admir- 
ingly. “Isn’t she a dream girl?” he asked me. “You've 
heard her sing, Betsy, isn’t she something?” 

“Of course, I have heard Cammy sing. Many times,” 
I answered. “I think she sings divinely,” I lied politely. 

“I hope Milly persuades you to sing for us tonight, 
Cammy,” Joe said proudly. “Cammy is getting better 
all the time. All those lessons are paying off. She ought 
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to get out of that rat trap and do something important. 
She ought to be in television.” 

Cammy smiled. “You are much too nice to me, Joe.” 

So it’s Joe, I thought, Joe darling. 

Milly entered the room and caught sight of our cozy 
group. I saw her smile vanish quickly when she spotted 
Joe seated next to Cammy. She stopped to take a long 
drink from the highball she was carrying. Her mouth 
twitched and her graceful, long fingered hands made vague 
circling gestures, as if she were trying desperately to keep 
her balance. She kicked off her fragile, high heeled 
shoes and tied up the back-fiying panels of her blue 
chiffon dress. Once Milly arrived at a point of mellow 
tipsiness, she abandoned all female fastidiousness for sheer 

“I hope you are all having fun, fun, and more fun,” 
she shouted out to everyone in the room, dashing on into 
the dining room to give the food and service a quick once- 
over and hurrying out of sight, 

“How is the baby?” Joe asked me, pretending he had 
not seen Milly. 

“Remember you asked me,” I answered coyly, and 
proceeded to make all the proper sounds of a proud 
mother with Tom my adoring echo. Chuck made no 
effort to join the conversation, attacking his food heartily. 
The talk of babies dwindled fast and Joe turned his full 
attention to Cammy. 

“Where is Erin?” Tom asked. “I haven’t seen her 
all evening.” 

“No one can keep tabs on Erin for very long,” Chuck 
commented drolly. 

“She'll catch up with Tom,” I warned, and then made 
a joke of her last conversation with me. 

“Erin can catch up with me anytime,” Tom said jovi- 
ally, hardly having listened to my report of Erin’s analysis 
of me and marriage. 

Tom, like everyone else, was drinking throughout the 
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meal. I felt a faint distaste at his following the behavior 
pattern of the others. My New England background 
breaking through for one short prudish minute. Inhibi- 
tion’s your middle name, I thought. Tom deserved all 
the fun he wanted, I added quickly, and hoped this care- 
free, drink-filled weekend would provide him the release 
from his tension-crammed job. 

Joe was not drinking. He was cold sober, his tray 
held a dish of milk toast and a bland custard. He was 
on a strict ulcer diet. He was concentrating on Cammy 
and had forgotten us completely. Their talk was low, 
hushed, intimate. It was not like Joe to ignore Tom and 
Chuck, especially when they were so close by. Joe also 
respected me and my opinions as a “working wife” al- 
though we often disagreed on his way of doing things, 
criticism of which I never offered unless he asked. I 
knew, too, Joe resented my influence on Tom who was 
often torn between his beloved and worship of his hero, 
the self-made man, the American dream—Joe Paradise. 

In our rare arguments over Joe’s wanton interruptions 
in our private life and hours, I would warn Tom, “Joe 
is fine. He’s a great humanitarian. He’s generous with 
money. But let there come a day when business is bad 
or you've made a mistake, and he’ll give you the heave-ho 
fast, friendship go hang. I know his type well.” 

Only an up-by-his-bootstraps Joe Paradise could buy 
a lock-stock-and-barrel background belonging to someone 
else and intimidate his associates because of it. Only a 
Joe Paradise could go through the Shoredale estate and 
pass it off as his own, the product of a few money-making 
years. And such a man had to be ruthless or have his 
entire empire threatened, as Joe Paradise was ruthless. 

But the main reason I resented Joe, and often urged 
Tom to change his job, was I felt Joe was crushing 
Tom’s creativeness. Tom was creating and packaging an 
advertising program that clearly reflected the wants and 
tastes of Joe Paradise. Most of Tom’s work was con- 

45 











cerned with bringing these insatiable wants and tastes of 
Joe’s up to a cultural and acceptable level. 

But why dwell on such thoughts? More disturbing was 
Erin’s unexplained absence. I could not imagine where 
she had gone, for she had followed me as far as the 
dining room. I tried to concentrate on the music pro- 
vided by a string ensemble, at the same time keeping one 
ear tuned in on the cozy conversation between Joe and 
Cammy. Female-like, my curiosity was at high pitch 
about those two. My observations over the past weeks 
proved true. Joe and Cammy, like all secret lovers, 
thought that being lost in a crowd gave them passé partout 
to freedom of action. How silly, for no matter how 
discreet, something always gives lover and beloved away. 
The attraction for them is so great they must get together 
at what they think is the most obvious time for them 
to go unnoticed. Then, too, the feeding of desire is more 
important than the stomach at times like these. I noticed 
Joe’s meager diet and Cammy’s spicy plateful remained 
untouched. 

So it was true. 

All the long, late evenings Joe had suffered through 
with Milly; not drinking, waiting and waiting for her free- 
loading friends to go, someone—a sexy, buxom someone 
—had felt sorry enough or was shrewd enough to see 
to his entertainment. 

It was Cammy who had come to chat with Joe between 
songs while the others had danced. Men of Joe’s type 
were most familiar to her and she had known them well 
on their brief wife-less golf vacations in Florida. 

I could visualize her soothing his spirit because by 
now, after ten years of following the gay Milly, Joe was 
thoroughly disenchanted, sick and tired and angry too, 
because sickness and tiredness and anger stole so much 
time and energy from his precious business. 

Ironic, I thought, how history repeats itself. It was 
Milly, flame-haired and young and beautiful, who had 
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wooed and won Joe away from the dull, rut-loving, stulti- 
fying Matilda. Milly moved in on Joe as he was beginning 
to relax, look around and see what he had missed. He 
had felt like a fairy tale prince giving Cinderella Milly, 
that playgirl of playgirls, the time of her life and dis- 
covering at the same time how the other half lives. 

Cammy could not compare to the ten-years-ago voluptu- 
ousness of Milly. Her face was the set stupid face of 
a doll, with a mean glassiness to her eyes, a pouty bitter- 
ness about the kissable mouth. Milly had been pink and 
baby-round and soft all over, with sparkling violet eyes 
that begged everyone to adore her and love her and 
join her in the eternal quest for fun. | 

I could hear Cammy’s voice, purring like a pussycat’s. 
“Darling Joe, Joe darling, I feel so sorry for you. She’s 
going to kill you, if you don’t get away. I worry about 
you all the time.” 

“I am glad someone worries about me,” Joe said, pat- 
ting Cammy’s arm. “You are a great comfort to me, 
little girl. I don’t know what I would do without you.” 
He took her hand and looked down at the glittering. 
bracelet encircling her wrist. “Like it, honey?” 

“Oh, yes, yes, you sweet thing,” she answered and 
her little-girl coyness moved Joe to touch her, his stubby 
hand following the bend of her arm to her aggressive, 
pouting breast, giving it a sly tweak. 

So the bracelet wasn’t a mass of mere rhinestones, as 
everyone would think because Cammy was wearing it. 
Quite a gift. I was worried lest Milly’s shrewd eye catch 
a glimpse of it and come to her own conclusions. 

The half-attention I was paying to Tom and Chuck be- 
came obvious to my husband and he gave me one of his 
disapproving looks. I colored a bit and turned to Tom, 
only to be distracted by Cammy’s sudden departure from 
our group to join her husband’s and Joe’s wandering off. 
Perhaps they had thought it wise to separate a bit. I was 
curious, in spite of Tom’s silent chiding, and continued to 
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observe Cammy until Erin burst into the room via the 
terrace door with Ed Barnes. I don’t know why I should 
have felt annoyed at Erin’s being with my old beau, but I 
was. Well, Erin was Ed’s cup of tea, I sulked. 

Erin rushed over to us, pulling Ed along with her, “Joe, 
Tom, Chuck,” she called, “meet a man I really admire. 
He thinks the way I do on every count, don’t you, honey?” 
She snuggled up to Ed suggestively. 

“Sure do,” Ed agreed good-naturedly. “You're a terrific 
gal and I’m glad the wife’s not due here until tomorrow. 
Say, can I borrow Erin until then, Chuck?” 

“Glad to get rid of her,” Chuck said lightly. 

“Milly has the most wonderful idea,” Erin reported. 
“Were to go down to the boathouse after dinner, have a 
swim and then a nightcap at Alfredo’s Circe Cafe on the 
beach.” 

“Sounds great to me,” Tom said. “I love espresso and 
anisette at the end of a good evening.” 

I sighed. It had been a long day for me, what with the 
heat, the packing, and anxiety over leaving the baby. “I 
thought Milly promised this would be a quiet evening,” I 
cautioned. “The clambake isn’t scheduled until tomorrow 
night.” 

“You can go to bed, if you like,” Erin said sarcasti- 
cally. “But leave us black sheep alone.” 

I shrugged, admitting defeat. “I am going upstairs to 
get our bathing suits,” I announced, rising from the sofa. 

“Til be up in a minute, darling,” Tom said. “I need a 
drink first to make that long journey.” 

“You'll get sluggish, Tom, if you don’t wash all that 
food down with a nice big drink,” Erin agreed. “Let me 
get it for you.” She started off toward the bar, turning her 
head to inquire fliply, “Anyone else for boozing?” 

I left hurriedly lest my disapproval show, rushing to- 
ward the nearest elevator. I entered and pushed a button 
furiously several times. The elevator did not move. I 
finally realized that, in my haste, I had chosen Milly’s pri- 
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vate elevator, the one with an elaborate battery of elec- 
tronically controlled push-buttons that went directly to her 
bedroom suite. I decided to remain and take this elevator, 
as it was a short cut to our bedroom. I assumed Milly and 
Joe were still downstairs with their guests. 

I sighed in exasperation. It was the only elevator in the 
house useless to guests unless one knew the combinations 
controlling it. Luckily, I knew them, but usually had to 
rack my memory for them. After several hit-and-miss 
tries, the elevator ascended to Milly’s dressing room. 

The dressing room door was locked when I reached the 
second floor. Now I would have to push another set of 
buttons to open the door. Again I made some hit-and-miss 
tries, but this time, my memory failed me in my tense 
state. I rued not using the center hall elevator or stairway. 
Every time I used Milly’s private elevator, I had this same 
trouble. 

Tears of utter frustration welled up in my eyes when I 
recalled one could not simply push a down button to go 
back to the main floor. To discourage guests from using 
it, this elevator’s mechanism was geared to a second-stage 
door opening before it could descend. One must know the 
three combinations and use them in proper order. 

At times even Milly forgot the combinations and we 
were often stuck in it. Only Gibson could come to the 
rescue at the sound of the emergency button. By dialing 
certain numbers on Milly’s bedroom phone, he could out- 
wit the expensive electronic brain of the elevator. It was 
terribly involved, like all of Milly’s extravagant whims, but 
its literal ups and downs provided her with a great deal 
of amusing cocktail conversation. 

I was about to ring the emergency alarm when Milly’s 
loud voice on the other side of the door stopped me. I 
listened. When I realized with whom Milly was quarreling, 
I knew that to reveal my presence would be intensely em- 
barrassing. I tried to calm down and concentrate on the 
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into my elevator cage. 

“Who invited that little slut to my party?” Milly was 
crying out in a drink-blurred voice, 

It was Joe who answered her. “I did. I invited her and 
her husband. I am speaking of Mr. and Mrs. Robert 
Hornyak, Cammy and Bobby, my guests, if you want it 
that way. You can stop talking to me, Milly, if you are 
going to lapse into vulgar language. For a gal who’s 
always knockin’ me, you sure manage to forget you’re sup- 
posed to be a lady.” 

“Supposed to be, get him,” Milly cried scornfully, 
“Bumpkin from the Bronx.” 

“Aw, forget it. There’s no use arguing with you when 
you're this way, and I mean stinking drunk.” 

“Stop it! Stop calling me a drunk! I won't forget. I 
won't have that little slut in this house, eating my food, 
drinking my booze, taking over the joint!” 

“Your food! Your booze! What makes everything you 
nag outta me yours? I shoulda said everything you bleed 
outta me. This happens to be my house; or is someone 
else paying your bills these days?” 

“Shut up, you old lecher,” Milly countered. “I’m not 
going to argue with you, Joe. I’m going to control myself 
and not get mad the way I always do. I’m going to feel 
sorry for you instead. I do feel sorry for you, playing 
around with little girls, girls young enough to be your 
daughters! Whatsa matter, Joey, can’t you satisfy the big 
girls any more?” 

“It’s been years since you’ve been sober enough to 
notice,” Joe commented bitterly. 

“Sour grapes. Sour grapes. Your old-man’s belly aching 
paunch can’t take it, so no one else is supposed to have any 
fun.” 

“No, you're wrong, Milly. I can take it, all right. I still 
get up every morning and do a man’s job. Yeah, more 
than the next guy. There’s a lotta good years left in me 
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and. I’m fightin’ for those years with all I’ve got to fight 
with. You’ve given me a belly ache, all right. I loved you, 
Milly, like I never loved anybody else, and you went hay- 
wire and ruined it. For me and you. I suppose I spoiled 
you in the beginning, but you deserved it. But now, god- 
damit, Milly, every jerk walking the streets gets your 
sympathy and I can go whistle!” 

“Sour grapes, sour grapes,” Milly taunted. “You can’t 
take it, so no one else can have any fun!” 

“Stop jabbering like a stuck record,” Joe stormed. 
“You're wrong, What I can’t take is you, Milly. You're 
through. I’m gonna dump you like I dump yesterday’s 
garbage. There’s no good left in you, Milly. You're 
through!” 

I was curious and peeked through the squares of glass 
in the elevator and dressing room doors. Countless Millys 
and Joes greeted my gaze in the mirrored walls; the argu- 
ing couple was multiplied all around the room, even on 
the mirrored ceiling. 

“Sure, I’m through, ‘cause you want another girl in your 
harem. You dumped Matilda fast enough after she slaved 
her fool head off giving you a leg up. And now that Pm 
somebody and I’ve made you somebody, you want to de- 
stroy me and hand it all over to some little two-bit whore.” 

“You're a bitch, Milly. A bitch and a gold digger. A 
bitch and a label-worshipper, This stone castle, this mon- 
strosity, with all its gimcracks and antiques means more 
to you than another human being, a guy who’s been a good 
husband to you for ten years, a guy whose stomach is 
bleeding. I could be bleeding to death right now for all 
you care. You'll go right on nagging me, aggravating me 
to death.” 

“Thass right, blame it on me. Blame it all on me!” 

“I’m a sick man, thanks to you and that carousing mob 
scene you produce wherever we go. I have to go to my 
office for peace and quiet. I have to go to one of my 
restaurants to eat on time. Well, I’m through. I’m through 
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letting you and your gang of vultures live off me. All you 
need me for is to pay the goddam bills!” 

“You'll pay! You'll pay plenty for cheating on me, Joe 
Paradise. I made you and I can break you, too.” 

“You made me? That’s a big laugh.” 

“Yes. Yes, I made you.” 

Joe forced a guffaw. “Hah, so now you're takin’ credit 
for ‘Taste of Paradise and the money my blood and my 
sweat and my guts produced. You're going to take credit 
for all that. Why, you boozed-up floozie, I oughta kick you 
hard in that flabby ass of yours and throw you out this 
minute. I oughta throw you out in the gutter where I 
picked you up. You were nothing, nothin’ but a sexed-up 
redhead out lookin’ for a guy with a fast buck. To think I 
was the lucky sucker!” 

Milly rushed at Joe, clawing at his face with her finger- 
nails. “You won’t get away with it. T'Il ruin you first.” She 
lashed out at him, hammering him with her fists. 

Joe grabbed her aimless fists, clenching them tightly 
until she cried out in pain. “You're hurting me, you're 
hurting! Stop it, you bully. Thass right, beat a woman. 
Only a gutless guy like you would want to beat up a 
woman!” 

Joe raised his hand as if to strike her. “I oughta flatten 
you for good.” 

Milly cringed at his gesture, but when she realized Joe 
was not going to strike her, she lunged at him, her face 
crimson with rage. Then quickly, before Joe could back 
away, she kicked him hard in his groin. 

“That ought to fix you for awhile,” she laughed. “That 
ought to take care of your belly ache and any other aches. 
It'll certainly put a crimp in your love life with that little 
slut.” 

Joe moaned with pain, clutching at his midriff where 
the real ache was. He was pale, frighteningly so. He 
leaned against the wall, trying to catch his breath, gulping 
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and gasping, struggling to control his emotions and pain 
wracked body. 

Milly watched Joe, fear greying her face. I could see 
she was sorry she had caused him such great pain. Her 
bright red hair was like a glowing torch, its bubble of curls 
loosened like spurting flames about the once pretty face, 
puffy with drink, eyes slitted and unfocusing. The panels 
of her dress were still tied up over her spreading hips as 
I had seen her arrange them to make herself comfortable 
a short time ago. She held on to the dressing table to bal- 
ance herself, still watching Joe’s every move. 

Joe’s breathing returned to normal and he came toward 
Milly, his face grim, eyes broodingly dark. 

“Im not going to fight you like an animal. That’s what 
you want. That’s what you’ve sunk to,” Joe said in a low, 
calm voice. “Sober up, Milly. This is your last weekend 
with Joe Paradise. Joe, the Sucker. Oh, I know I’ve 
threatened you before, but I swear this is the last. You've 
got to sober up long enough to resolve this thing with me. 
Like two decent human beings, not like animals, you 
hear?” 

“Scum of the earth. You're nothing but scum,” Milly 
said disdainfully. 

“You’ve got to sober up and listen to me. I want out, 

Milly. I want peace, Milly. Peace at any price. You name 
it, you’ve got it.” 
Milly scoffed, “My price is too high, Joey boy. My price 
is love, Joey boy. Don’t laugh. Don’t say I don’t love 
you. Love’s a high price to pay a woman. But: you 
wouldn’t understand. You love the almighty buck when it 
comes right down to it. All you know is the business. The 
business,” she made a gesture with her hands. “Don’t talk 
to me about love when all you think about are your balls 
and the business. You run scared all the time, Joey. It’s 
in your blood. You're back in the Bronx, starving. You'll 
never get away from the Bronx. Matilda was smarter than 
you were. She knew better!” 
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“Stop runnin’ off at the mouth. If you can sit down 
and talk sensibly, Milly, Pm willing.” 

“You listen to me, Joe Paradise, and listen with both 
ears,” Milly cautioned. “You're running to the top all 
right, but you’re running scared. Silly Joey. Doesn’t know 
why he has a belly ache! Well, I'll be the first to tell you. 
You’ve got it made. Why not relax and enjoy, enjoy? 
"Cause you can’t. You never will. I can’t make you. 
Cammy Thrush isn’t going to help you any more than I 
could. No, you can’t relax and enjoy, Joey. You run after 
the fast buck, not me. I sat back and enjoyed a long time 
ago. But there’s a little slut running right in back of you. 
Not me! I’ve earned my keep. I’ve earned every last buck. 
Where would you be if it weren’t for Milly?” 

Joe’s expression rejected Milly’s analysis, but he was 
listening. 

She continued her tirade. “Who got you into the right 
clubs? The right side of Morocco? No little boy from the 
Bronx gets to the right places unless he has plenty of loot 
oiling the way for him and don’t you forget it. I’ve worked 
hard. Look around your living room. The cream of the 
crop is here.” 

“Fah, a lotta drunken vultures!” 

“Joey, those drunken vultures can live it up in a million 
living rooms the length and breadth of this land, They 
happen to have been born on the right side of the tracks. 
They didn’t choose your mother and father, that’s for sure. 
Don’t give me the I-don’t-care routine. You loved it in the 
beginning. You wanted Sutton Place and the Connecticut 
shore, just like you wanted to belong to the right country 
club and stay at the best hotels in Paris, London, Palm 
Beach, and you name it. You wanted to see how the 
other half lives. You wanted your name in the columns. 
You wanted to be a big-shot philanthropist and be on 
boards and foundations. I bought all of it, it’s true. With 
your dough, it’s true. But it was a tough job. A job you 
couldn’t do.” À 
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“Pye heard that story before. So you're right. I was a 
nobody. But what am I now? A grade-A sucker waiting, 
waiting for you and your fancy friends to dry out. That 
day will never come ’cause you'll be gin-soaked till the day 
you die!” 

“Your old-man’s belly gets an ache and we're all dead 
in your book. It’s not fair. A pack of lies, ’cause what you 
really want is to dump me for another dame. A little slut,” 
Milly moaned, looking desperately around the room for a 
bottle. 

She spied one on the dressing table among the perfume 
bottles, grabbed it and the glass beside it. She filled the 
glass with straight whiskey and took a huge gulp. “Ah, 
good,” she sighed. “You get a belly ache and we can’t even 
have a lilla drinkie.” She caressed the glass with both 
hands. 

Her brazen drinking at that moment infuriated Joe. He 
swept the glass from her hands as Milly was about to sip 
from it again. The glass crashed to the floor, the whiskey 
splashing over the hem of Milly’s pale chiffon gown. 

She made awkward passes at the wet spots for a 
moment, then looked up at Joe with a belligerence stem- 
ming from deep-seated hurt and unleashed anger. She 
picked up the glass, cracked and chipped, from the floor 
and started to refill it. 

Joe grabbed the bottle from her hands and dashed it 
against the mirrored wall, crashing both wall and bottle. 

“Bastard,” Milly screamed. “Miserable belly aching 
bastard!” She began to cry hysterically. 

“I oughta put your head in a toilet bowl and rid you of 
that foul talk once and for all,” Joe threatened. 

“I dare you! I dare you!” Milly taunted. “Your guts 
are gone. Im glad your ulcer bleeds. That old-man’s 
belly gets in the way and you can’t do it right any more. 
Thass why you stay away from me! Don’t you think your 
little slut knows the difference? No, no, you won't get any 


55 





back talk from her about it, will you? Not while she plays 
the waiting game!” 

“Keep talking like that and ’'lI—T’ll—” Joe’s fists were 
clenched again. His face was deeply colored and there was 
a tic in his cheek. 

“What'll you do? What can a guy runnin’ scared do?” 

Joe’s fist reached out and caught Milly’s chin. She col- 
lapsed into drunken hysteria, crying and screaming, sink- 
ing to the floor in a flabby, flame-topped huddle. Her 
head toppled over her ample bosom like a branch suddenly 
snapped by a harsh wind. 

Joe seemed to get hold of himself at the sight of Milly’s 
complete demise. He adjusted his trousers and examined 
his wounded groin gingerly, moving one leg, then the 
other. When he discovered Milly’s kick had done no dam- 
age, he straightened his tie, smoothed his hair, checked his 
reflection in the mirror and turned abruptly on a buoyant 
heel and left the room. 

Tears streamed down Milly’s face when she looked up 
and saw Joe deserting her. “Money doesn’t buy every- 
thing, Joey boy,” she screamed after him. “Money doesn’t 
buy love. Money, yes, your money, bought everything else, 
but I swear to God, Joey, it didn’t buy my love. I loved 
you, Joey!” 

My heart went out to Milly. I tried pushing buttons 
again, anxious to run to her, comfort her. I stopped when 
I looked through the elevator square of window and saw 
Alfredo Lorenci enter the dressing room on tiptoe. Had 
he, too, been eavesdropping? I had a feeling he must have 
been in Milly’s bedroom for some time, and had overheard 
the quarreling. 

Milly burst into fresh, hysterical weeping at the sight of 
Alfredo, He rushed to her, cradling her in his arms, 
smoothing her hair, lifting her head to examine the 
bruised chin. 

“The beast,” he muttered, “the cruel American beast. 
An utter, utter savage!” 
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“He hit me, he hit me,” Milly cried. 

“He can’t get away with that.” 

“He'll pay. He'll pay, all right.” 

“Poor girl, poor baby girl,” Alfredo crooned. 

His sympathy seemed to sober Milly. She threw her 
arms around Alfredo’s neck, pulling him down to her. 

“Alfredo, I need you. I don’t know what Pd do with- 
out you around,” she told him, pawing his lapels. “Don’t 
leave me, Alfredo. Don’t leave me.” 

“I won't, Milly. Yóu know I won't. A friend never 
deserts,” 

“You know you’re more than a friend.” 

“This is no time to be facetious.” 

“J mean it. I really like you, Alfredo. Like me, too. 
Like me, please.” 

“You are a very desirable woman.” 

“Tell me, tell me.” 

“Forget Joe. That American savage. What does he 
know of love, tenderness?” 

Alfredo was on his knees. Milly faced him on her 
knees, her plump arms encircling his slender waist. Their 
voices were vague murmurs now as they rocked back and 
forth, comforting one another. 

“Take me, take me, Alfredo,” Milly begged. 

Alfredo looked at Milly, dress spotted and awry, her 
face stained with tears. His expression changed from dis- 
taste to pity. He half closed his eyes to soften what he 
actually saw. For a flicker of a second, she must have 
appeared to him as she had to Joe ten years before, willing 
and winning. He bent down to kiss her. 

“You are a difficult woman, Milly. You are a desirable 
woman,” he said, suddenly caressing her with a hostile 
exuberance, 

Milly responded instantly to his touch. She guided him 
with all the deftness at her command, making every move 
easy for him. He was aroused and uncaring. He played a 
demanding role in their love-making and Milly seemed to 
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gain refreshment from demands so erotic, I was thoroughly 
shocked, 

I watched, straining to catch their movements across 
the marble floor of the dressing room, thinking how 
quickly they had created a mutually satisfactory sex pat- 
tern, insensitive to lyrical desire and graceful movements, 
yet as natural and immutable to them as their breathing. 

Milly was all over Alfredo now, a raw and rampant 
creature, answering his impossible needs, desperately try- 
ing for a magnificent climax that would not come for 
either of them. I looked up to see them reflected in full 
view in the mirrored ceiling. Suddenly it was over and I 
found myself pressing the pearly elevator buttons in a 
panic at the very moment they arrived at a climax. 

I began to shake, expecting bells to ring, the clamor an- 
nouncing my presence. Instead, the elevator started to 
move slowly downward, and I found myself thanking God 
for my good fortune, 

I rushed out of the accursed elevator to the staircase in 
the center hall and up to our bedroom. Tom was at the 
door. 

I called out to him breathlessly. I ran into his out- 
stretched arms and we entered the room together. I was 
outwardly composed by this time, and decided not to tell 
Tom what I had just witnessed. How could I explain? 
How could I explain my own reactions, my envy and my 
feelings of bitter frustration? How, to Tom, of all the men 
in the world? 

One of the servants had unpacked our bags and the 
bathing suits we sought were easily located, 

“Unzip me, darling,” I asked Tom. 

“We are to undress at the pavilion, dear,” Tom re- 
minded me. “We are going on to Alfredo’s Circe Cafe 
later, remember?” i 

“Oh, yes, I had forgotten.” 

He looked at me worriedly. I never could conceal any- 
thing from Tom. “You are not too tired, my precious? 
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We will stay right here and rest, if you wish.” He fum- 
bled with the zipper on my dress. “I'd much rather un- 
dress you here,” he added, drawing me close to him. 

“I am not tired, really,” I protested, pushing him away. 
I felt I should make some excuse for my unnerved ap- 
pearance. “I guess it’s just the pace of the day. Finishing 
that brochure for International and then getting nurse, 
baby, and household set for the weekend. Pretty hectic 
going. You must remember I am not the Vitamin Kid I 
used to be.” 

“You are wonderful and there isn’t another girl in the 
whole wide world that can touch you.” 

“Not even Erin?” I teased. “She is so gloriously unin- 
hibited. I wish I were like Erin!” 

“Heaven forbid! I like you. I like the ladylike type.” 

“Humph!” 

“You are everything I ever wanted in a woman, and 
much more than I deserve, my darling.” Tom was kissing 
my neck and the billow of my breasts. I felt a faint flicker 
of desire well up in me and pushed him away. A little 
weakly this time, I must confess. 

Tom looked hurt. “Why do you always push me away?” 
he asked angrily. “Still my little virgin.” Then he sof- 
tened. “But so blessed. Don’t push me, baby. Remember 
it’s legal and I’m your husband.” 

His talk doused the small flame and I turned on him 
with a bitterness I certainly felt but couldn't understand 
myself. “We are due at the pavilion. There isn't time.” 

“I'd like to know when there is time. Good God, Betsy, 
why do you keep me on such a starvation diet?” 

“J know where you can be well fed.” 

“J can’t understand why you let Erin get your goat. She 
isn’t good enough to shine your shoes, darling. You know 
that.” 

Tom looked so crestfallen, I melted. “Forgive me, dar- 
ling, but I am sensitive about my capabilities. in bed and 
when we get to this place it seems so important.” 
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“Forget it. Stay the way you are.” Tom hugged me to 
him. “No man likes a sure thing and that’s what keeps 
my tongue hanging to my toes for you. You're clean and 
fresh and eternally lovely to me. I’m the luckiest guy 
in the world to be chasing you.” 

I looked up at Tom. “I am such a problem child. Tell 
me, Tom, are you glad, honestly and truly glad you mar- 
ried me?” 

“What a question!” 

I stroked his hair, silky-soft and vibrantly thick. “Dar- 
ling, you’re so patient, so good, you ought to be can- 
onized.” 

“Like a towel?” 

“Silly!” 

“You love-dream, you are the ultimate, the quintessence 
of all essence. Your love is the most precious thing I 
possess. I live only for the moment I can hold you in my 
arms tightly, like this.’ Tom pulled me to him. “We 
ought to spend the remainder of this weekend in this room, 
in the one bed, and if we have to eat, gnaw on raw 
oysters, steak tartare and Spanish fly.” 

“Tl have to chain you to the bed post, darling, or Erin 
won't like it.” 

“Good, I’m glad you're jealous. Talk about jealousy! 
I'd run right out and shop for you. With all the wolves 
howling around downstairs, I'd buy anything you want. 
Yeah, like a chastity belt.” 

“Silly.” 

“I'm not silly when it comes to letting the world know 
you are mine. How I love you!” 

“I love you, too. I do.” 

“I know you do.” 

“Most women would not admit it, but the ‘a 
thought of losing you sends me into a panic.” 

“Crazy love baby, thinking about that mad dinni 
Erin Hounihan?” 

60 





“T hate to admit it but she does get through to me in the 
weirdest ways.” 

“She’s jealous!” 

“I suppose.” 

“No one can touch us, our love.” 

He was hugging me so close that I could feel the buckle 
of his belt nip into my flesh through the flimsy fabric of 
my dress. His hands soon found all the soft, vulnerable 
niches of my desire he knew so well. I kissed him back, 
my mouth a hot brand on his lips. 

“We must go,” I protested weakly. 

“Please, please,” he pleaded. “Just a quick one. I 
can’t wait!” 

It was over in minutes and I felt a deep satisfaction. I 
was back where I’d been for eight years—resigned to my 
frustration, and, at the same time proud and powerful, the 
most desirable woman in the world. As if, from within me, 
I could fan man’s fire into the most torrid blaze and at my 
command were the aggregate womanly wiles from Eve on 
down through the ages. I, and I alone, was the wizard 
who could transport my partner into the land of frantic 
enchantment, lifting him higher and higher, invisible stim- 
uli parrying his weapon that was stiff as steel yet fluid and 
seeking as rushing water, with power to heat every fiber 
of my being and warm all the coldly demanding places of 
my needs. And then, when his strength was tested, tried to 
its uttermost, I could wallow and drown in the heavenly 
flood of his ecstasy and contentment. 

My bitterness, the wild frenzy which had wracked and 
tormented me as I had watched Milly and coveted her 
honest, ravenous passion had been laid to rest. 

We rushed to join the others. I felt buoyantly re- 
freshed and cheered by the boyish exuberance of my hus- 
band as he squeezed my hand in his, We stumbled in the 
soft white sand making our way to the pavilion, lights 
ablaze and thronged with people in as merry a mood as we 
were, 
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Before we joined the party at the pavilion, we stopped, 
breathless, overcome with the sight of the point on which 
the boathouse stood. A full moon cast its glitter in 
frenzied extravagance over the calm water. A buoy 
twanged mournfully in the cove and the boats in the dis- 
tance were toys a-dangle from their moorings. There was 
a long stretch of rocks forming a jetty that ran from the 
outermost point of the pavilion. At low tide, one could 
walk out on them to the nearest buoy. It was high tide 
now and only a few of the tallest rocks could be seen, 
peeking through the ripple of the incoming tide, their dark 
peaks the only audience the Paradise party had. 


Fave 


WHEN we reached the pavilion on the beach, I realized 
we had forgotten our bathing suits. 

“I knew we would forget our suits,” I chided Tom, 
teasingly. “Need I remind you why?” 

“Forget it. It begins to sound as if you have been chas- 
ing those suits all day. Milly has spares at the pavilion,” 
Tom said, hugging me to him, his embrace after the love 
act comforting me. There was a difference in his touch; 
not seeking, but male-satisfied and fulfilled, the kind of 
touch that pleased me because I knew his desire had been 
fully quenched. At least for a while, I smiled to myself. 

“Tom, you ought to know me better than that. How 
can I chance the Spare Bag on a busy night like this? I'd 
wind up with a size forty-two! I’m going back to the house. 
I want to show off the new suit I bought especially for this 
weekend.” 

Tom laughed. “Silly girl.” 

“Erin has a bikini.” 

“Wow! We can’t have that sort of competition. Pll go 
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back for it, honey. I know better than to argue with a 
fashion plate.” 

“Please let me go, Tom,” I pleaded. “I can change in 
our room to save time. The dressing rooms in the pavilion 
will be mobbed. TIl bring my clothes along. I promise not 
to forget a thing. Especially if you’re not around to dis- 
tract me.” 

“T won’t argue. I can stand a drink,” Tom agreed, eye- 
ing the busy bar at the pavilion. “Don’t bother about my 
suit, I'll use one of Joe’s spares. As a matter of fact, PII 
probably come across a couple of my own suits. I’ve left 
enough of them behind on past weekends.” 

“Bye for a few seconds, darling.” I pecked Tom on 
the cheek and ran back to the big house. It was quiet, 
emptied of people. I raced up the stairs to our bedroom. 
The suits were on the bed where I had forgotten them. I 
took mine, a brief white maillot, and went into the bath- 
room to slip it on. I shed my dress quickly and began to 
wiggle into the suit. I caught a glimpse of myself in the 
full-length mirror behind the door. There was a rosy glow 
to my skin. The white of the suit accentuated it, and I was 
pleased with my reflection. I drew it on slowly, smoothing 
it over the triangle of glistening black pubic hair, the flat 
stomach, the incurved waist, the quivering breasts with 
their petal-pink nipples still hardened, my heart beating 
quickly with thoughts of Tom and his special way of han- 
dling them to arouse me. “I want to drive you crazy. I'll 
make you wait until you explode,” he would say while 
making love to me. 

It was a lovely thought—but it never quite materialized 
that way. Tom was always the early-bird. 

Soft whispers in the bedroom stopped my day-dreaming. 
I felt my face color, my heart throb crazily as I struggled 
into the straps of the bathing suit. I had been so preoccu- 
pied with my thoughts I had not realized someone was in 
the bedroom. 

I peeked through the crack of the partly opened bath- 
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room door. Cammy Thrush and Joe Paradise were sitting 
on the bed. 

“I tell you no one is in the house,” Joe was reassuring 
Cammy, his arms encircling her waist, his hands moving 
quickly all over her body, reaching up under her skirt. 
‘Hurry, hurry, baby, take care of me, I need you,” he 
pleaded. 

“If we are caught, we’re dead,” Cammy argued. “I don’t 
know where Bobby is.” 

“They’re all down at the beach. You don’t think Td 
take a chance, do you? You don’t think I'd risk my neck 
with that wild dame of mine around? Not unless I was 
damn sure, would I ask you, beg you, baby.” He sighed 
ecstatically. “Oh, God, there’s nothing like young stuff!” 

Cammy still resisted him. “I want you, too, Joe darling, 
you know I do, but I’m scared.” 

“Don’t give me that, baby. Don’t hold out on me, baby. 
Think of those quickies in my office. We never got caught 
there and we took bigger chances than this.” 

“Oooh, Joe, you’re hurting me now.” 

“Sorry, baby girl, but I want you. I need you. I know 
only too well how much I have to lose. I found out how 
much just a little while ago. We had some fight. That 
bitch. That vicious bitch.” 

“Poor darling, you must leave this hell hole and soon! 
But we mustn’t spoil things now just because you want me. 
Think. Think, darling, soon we’ll be together and you can 
have me whenever you want me,” 

“Now, I want you now.” 

“No, no.” 

Joe shook her, “Don’t play games, baby. I’m a big boy. 
When I tell you to relax and love me, I know what I am 
doing.” 

“Yes, Joe. Don’t get mad, darling.” Cammy was sud- 
denly submissive, realizing she had pushed him too far. 

“This is the safest place, baby. I passed Betsy and Tom 
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on the way to the pavilion. Trust me, honey. Relax. They 
-won't be back for hours.” 

“Okay, Joe, calm down. I’m sorry. You're right. I saw 
them leave,” Cammy whispered, her voice confident. “But 
please lock the door,” she added meekly. 

I was horrified to see Joe rush to the door and lock it. 
I was too frozen to talk or even move. It was too late to 
let them know I was present. Too embarrassing at this 
point. I had heard and seen too much. 

I wanted to turn away, but I was drawn to the scene. 
Joe amazed me. I knew his ulcer trouble was serious and 
had thought of him as a frail, ailing man. It certainly had 
not affected his sex prowess. In fact, sex seemed to pro- 
vide the release he needed. 

I stood trembling. For the second time that day, I felt 

"` desire bubble within me like hot lava flowing through my 

system. I watched them as if I were drugged, a languor 
= overpowering me. I found myself shivering half in shame, 
and, to be honest, half in curious anticipation. 

“We'll keep our clothes on, just in case,” Joe said in a 
husky voice, pulling Cammy from the bed to her feet. 
“Safer. Besides, there are times I like it that way.” 

“So do I,” Cammy said, his every touch striking bouncy 
responses in her. She helped him slip one of her shoulder 
straps down and a lovely round of breast spilled out for 
him to fondle. 

Joe was just as rough with her as he had been with 
Milly although he took the lead now. Cammy met his 
every wanton move, begging with her body for more. I 
had never seen anything to equal it. They were like two 
mating animals with all their defenses down. No overtures 
of affection, No attempt to please one another. They were 
so close together that in the shadows they looked as one. 

By this time, I had become accustomed to my role as 
onlooker and could observe them a bit more objectively. 
Their movements became almost rhythmic; hands and 
bodies in a quick, urgent interplay. There was no resist- 


65 








ance at any time from Cammy, whose knowing submission 
pleased Joe tremendously. She answered his every de- 
mand. Nothing was said, not even an occasional endearing 
word. Both continued to demand more, and more fiercely, 
of one another. It looked for some time as if neither would 
reach a climax, their needs seemed to be so great. 

Joe’s face was dark with desire, Cammy’s a white 
mask, devoid of all expression. 

In one sudden burst of violence, Joe pushed Cammy 
with almost demoniac strength into a large chair, arranging 
her body and legs as one would a jointed doll, and took 
her. 

It was over for them, just like that. 

It was over for them. But not for me. For me there was. 
a gnawing renewal of the ravaging torment of unconsum- 
mated arousal, for me there was another round of the 
frenzied longing for sexual fulfillment. 

And in my mind and my heart there was a wild, a turgid 
whirlwind of unrequited desire as I remembered the two 
scenes I had witnessed, and the two women I had watched. 

“Yeh,” Joe grunted impatiently. “Let’s get out of here 
fast,” he added brusquely. “Go straight to your room and 
freshen up a bit, baby. TIl meet you on the terrace as we 
planned. Later.” 

“Of course, Joe darling. I'll wash up quickly and make 
an appearance before Bobby misses me.” I bowed to 
Milly and Cammy. Milly—drunk, vulgar, blowzy and 
loud, taking Alfredo only to assuage her pride after Joe’s 
denunciation of her. And Cammy—greedy, cheap, on the 
make for a buck, with her potential buck, Joe. 

But both women had gotten there. 

Only Betsy—prim, lovely, glamorous and so to be en- 
vied Betsy—only Betsy, lying with her true love, only 
Betsy had been short-changed. Short-changed as always, 
I thought bitterly. 

Hot tears fell from my glazed eyes, and still I did not 
move, still I watched them. 
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There was no lingering, no further caresses. Joe had 
sunk to his knees after the climax, clutching his midriff. 
He used the arms of the chair to assist him in standing up. 
He began to adjust his clothes quickly in a businesslike 
way. Cammy sat very still, watching him, making no effort 
to straighten her skirts. When she did move, it was slowly, 
a strip-tease in reverse and it was not wasted on Joe. 

She sidled up to him. His hands were busy with his tie. 
‘Did you like it, honey, did you like it?” she asked 
anxiously. 

Joe rushed out of the room. “See you later.” 

She followed him within seconds, 

I leaned back against the tile of the bathroom wall, its 
coolness soothing me. I was shaking uncontrollably now, 
whether out of fear of discovery or shame or a brand new 
variety of arousal, I honestly could not fathom. A strange 
feeling that started at the nape of my neck traveled down 
my spine to my loins, radiating out into every inch of me 
until it possessed my whole body. 

I wanted to get to Tom as quickly as I could. I had to 
get out of the house. I panicked at the danger of Joe’s 
discovering my presence when he thought I was safely at 
the pavilion. Joe would never forgive me for having wit- 
nessed this scene. 

I was sick over the potential far-reaching consequences, 
should Joe ever suspect. I could not bear thinking about 
it! Run, run to Tom. To my haven in all problems. All 
‘problems but one, I thought sadly. The problem of what 
was missing in Betsy—the lack he must never discover, the 
deception as performed by that consummate actress, Betsy 
Fanning. 

I ran out of the room, out of the house to the beach. It 
seemed years before I reached the pavilion. I was lucky to 
spot Tom immediately. He was with Chuck and Milly, 
about to go into the water. 

“Wait for me, wait for me!” I screamed so loudly that 
several groups of merrymakers stopped to stare at me. 
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Tom gathered me into his arms, a question on his face. 
When I looked into his happy brown eyes, I knew I could 
not tell him what had happened. He would never under- 
stand. He would never forgive. The one time, perhaps. 
The elevator was stuck. There had been no way out. But 
not the second time. And how could I explain the curious 
reaction that had taken place within me—the newly awak- 
ened torments that ravaged me and turned all I had to 
ashes. 

No, I could not tell him. But when I looked back into 
Tom’s eyes, my body suddenly ripened with a new brand 
of desire. I was not thinking of Tom, nor had he inspired 
me. 

I was thinking of Ed Barnes. 


Six 


THE NEXT few hours were hazy in my mind because I had 
resumed my drinking. The swéet coolness of the breeze 
floating in from the Sound and the balmy languidity of the 
night gave us a false feeling of freshness and we began to 
attack the late hours as if they heralded a new party, just 
beginning. 

Milly was in rare form and insisted we play all sorts 
of childish games in the water, holding hands and singing 
nursery rhymes like Ring Around the Rosy. Occasionally 
she would substitute her own rhymes and they were 
ribaldly clever. Every one of us responded to her ridicu- 
lous sport, even the men who were as noisily in pursuit 
of the girls as a school of romping seals. 

Throughout all this, Erin remained on the float with 
Fd Barnes. I could make out their shadowy forms, closely 
outstretched on the whitewashed floor of the raft. 

The showering and sloppy shuffle back into our clothes 
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took up a hilarious half hour with gay banter across the 
partitions separating the men’s dressing rooms from the 
women’s. 

Those enduring and durable souls remaining—many of 
the party had deserted us for bed—gathered on the 
pavilion to wait for Gibson to drive us to Alfredo’s Circe 
Cafe. By now, four of the weekending group were con- 
spicuously missing; Erin and Ed, Joe and Cammy. Tom, 
Chuck and I remained the blithe triumvirate we had been 
throughout the swim and were riding high on far too many 
highballs. 

The Circe Cafe was a remodeled beach house. Its in- 
terior was a bohemian hodge-podge, clearly representing 
the handiwork of Alfredo and his petite wife, Irenee. Old 
sewing machine stands, wagon wheels and the like were 
bases for the tables. Kitchen colanders shaded the light 


bulbs and climbing plants of all varieties dripped all over 


the room. The walls were boldly striped in red to match 


the red checked tablecloths. 


A bar was screened off in this room. Sawdust covered 
the floor and to give some excuse for the Circean label, 
lighted aquariums filled with exotic fish were set into 


- the back wall, its mural depicting entwining mermaids, all 


garnished with rotund breasts. Tacked to the ceiling were 
all the mementoes of Alfredo’s helter-skelter journeys; 
swords, guns, all varieties of stuffed animals and fish (even 
a devilfish), caps of every description and, interspersed 
with these treasures of far-off places, were added the for- 
gotten possessions of his customers, including articles of 
clothing, umbrellas, even a sanitary pad. 

It was Greenwich Village with fresh aid and the smell 
of the sea. Its candle-lit atmosphere was soothing in spite 
of the decor. 

When we arrived, about twelve of us, the cafe’s only 
performer was about to go on, a prettily handsome young 
man in denims, Riviera shirt and white sneakers. He had 
been engaged for the busy summer season, and it was 
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rumored he was both Alfredo’s and Irenee’s lover. He was 
not very talented but he had a clever repertoire of songs 
in many languages. He began singing Lovesick, 

The sickness of love. Lovesickness. Sick of love. I 
listened and let my mind play with the play on words. 
The candle flames became fanciful flickers and the room 
began to spin slowly, rock gently, and inside me was a 
strong desire to embrace the whole room, the sea, and 
world beyond. The boy singing the lilting song, the twang 
of his guitar perfect accompaniment, suited my mood per- 
fectly. 

A crash brought me back. Milly had passed out. We 
were not alarmed. When Milly had had too much to 
drink and suddenly was forced into a position of sitting 
quietly, she frequently escaped in this fashion. She passed 
out only when she was assured of being put to bed safely 
by friends. Tom and I had done it many times before. 

At the same moment, Erin and Ed arrived. I found 
myself feeling unaccountably irritated by their appear- 
ance. I could hardly contain myself. 

Tom and Chuck lifted Milly up from the floor, covered 
with sawdust like a coconut cupcake, and settled her in 
the station wagon. We quarreled about who would leave 
the party and take care of Milly.’ It was finally decided 
Tom would go back into the cafe and stay with the rest 
of the revelers as substitute host. Chuck and I admitted 
being almost as far-gone as Milly, while Tom seemed 
reluctant to give up. 

“Tl be back to you soon, my darling,” Tom called 
gaily as we drove off. 

Chuck and I managed to drag Milly by her armpits up 
the endless marble staircase and down the long hall to her 
bedroom suite. We had all undressed Milly at one time or 
another in the past and there was no mincing of the pro- 
cedure. Chuck and I tackled her heavy, drink-laden body 
as if it were a suitcase to be unpacked. He unzipped her 
dress and I removed her long-line bra. Her flabby breasts 
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collapsed like balloons and parted from their unnatural 
crease almost with a sigh of relief. All the tiny rounds of 
hooks and snaps left their tattoo on her lactescent skin. It 
was a struggle removing her girdle and hosiery, but we 
managed. 

“There,” I said, briskly patting the light blanket into 
place over Milly’s naked body. “Sweet dreams.” 

Chuck took my arm, snapped off the lights, and we tip- 
toed out of the room, an unnecessary caution because 
Milly’s snoring was like a small motor running in the 
room. 

“What a character,” Chuck said as we started down the 
hall. “And what about you Betsy? Is it bedtime for 
you?” He stopped at my door. 

I hesitated. “I am awfully shaky and should go to bed, 
but I’d like to wait up for Tom. He’ll be angry if I do, but 
I hate going to bed without him, I know I won't sleep 
anyway. I’m afraid I’m not making much sense,” I 
apologized. 

Chuck smiled. “I understand. They ought to be along 
soon, although Tom’s a guy who could go on forever and 
with very little encouragement.” 

“Are you thinking of Erin? She and Ed joined them as 
we left. New blood is bad blood the way that party was 
going.” | 

“You're right. Let’s wait for them. If they don’t show 
soon we'll go back and get them.” Chuck took my arm to 
steady me. “Let’s wait in the library. It’s cool and we can 
catnap, if we like. We can hear the car easily from there, 
too.” 

“I can stand a guardian at this point. I feel close to 
passing out myself.” 

We stumbled down the stairs together. At the last land- 
ing, Chuck made a rush for the toilet off the entrance hall. 
When he joined me in the library, he looked completely 
gone, and within seconds he was stretched out on the 
huge leather couch, asleep. 
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I curled up on another sofa and was dozing off when 
I heard voices through the open window. Joe and Cammy 
were sitting outside the library on the terrace. 

“This is tough, tough on you and tough on me,” Cammy 
was saying. All the throatiness and sensuousness that was 
good in Cammy’s singing voice enhanced her pleading. 
“Run away with me, Joe. I can’t stand Bobby much 
longer. He’s such a nothing compared with you. God, 
when you taste the best, someone mediocre like that just 
won’t do.” She added dramatically, “We must get away 
before it’s too late!” 

“You forget I love the girl,” Joe argued. 

“Don’t call it love, Joe,” Cammy said. “You don’t love 
Milly any more, not after what she’s done. Destroyed 
your health, that’s what! How can you say you love some- 
one who kicks you in the guts every day of your life? You 
love me, Joe Paradise. You want me, not Milly.” 

“Sure I want you, honey, but that’s different.” 

I kept drifting off and can’t really remember the logical 
trend of their conversation, but I do recall thinking it odd 
Cammy would take a remark from Joe that suggested she 
was a mistress and no more. 

“She’s making you ill,” Cammy insisted over and over 
again. “It will kill you one of these days. And that’s the 
end of Taste of Paradise!” 

Joe sounded agitated at the mention of his precious 
business. “My life is that job of mine and don’t ever 
forget it,” he said, not so much to Cammy as to himself. 
“But in spite of Milly’s faults, she’s been pretty wonderful 
to me. She really taught me how to live. I never knew 
what fun was until I met her,” 

“Oh, don’t be so naive, Joe,” Cammy purred. “Every 
woman answers a need for a man. It’s timing that counts. 
She’s all through, don’t you see? What good is she these 
days—and nights? Plastered all the time and pouring all 
that beautiful money down her free-loading friends’ 
throats!” 
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“That gets my goat, honey, but forget it. I have plenty 
of money to throw around. And don’t worry about your- 
self, cutie. You’ll have everything your heart desires while 
you're my baby. TIl buy you a quick divorce and keep you 
in the best of style. You work wonders with my worst 
enemy.” Joe patted his stomach. “Dat ole debbil ulcer. 
You cure that, and yov’ll never haye to worry.” 

There was little talk after that. Cammy had decided her 
words were not powerful argument enough. There was a 
sound of shifting bodies. 

“Come on, baby,” Joe coaxed. “Show me again how 
you cure an old man of his tummy aches.” 

I dozed off into fitful sleep, vaguely aware later on of 
Joe and Cammy creeping stealthily through the room and 
upstairs to bed. 

I thought my dream was repeating itself when I was 
awakened once more by voices from the terrace. Dawn 
was sifting through the windows. I must have slept for 
some time. A dim light was snapped on and I sat up 
shakily. 

Erin, in green jersey pajamas showing the outline of her 
slim naked body, was standing over me. Tom, still dressed 
as I had last seen him, was behind her. 

“Well, one of the dead ducks has finally come to life at 
last,” Erin giggled. “Here, Betsy, have a sip of brandy. 
I’m a sweet little St. Bernard come to save your life.” She 
offered me a sip from a full bottle of Courvoisier she held 
in one hand. 

“Ooh, no!” I pushed her away brusquely. The sight of 
the bottle made me sick. “Take it away, please! I feel aw- 
ful,” I moaned. 

“Come on, baby, Ill take you upstairs to bed,” Tom 
said soothingly. He and Erin began tugging at me, 

-I shrugged them off angrily. “I can make it by myself, 
thank you,” I said huffily. “It’s you who need help.” 

They left me and began tugging away at Chuck until he 
awakened and followed me dazedly to the stairway. Erin 
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and Tom went after us, giggling, an air of camaraderie 
about them that irked me. But I could no longer think 
straight. All I wanted was bed. Chuck lunged ahead of me 
and I could hear the slam of his door. I turned on the land- 
ing to ask Tom whether he was joining me. 

Erin answered for him. “We've had the best time while 
you snoozed. Scrambled eggs and coffee. I’ve taken good 
care of Tom and you can’t take him away from me now, 
Betts dear. He’s all I’ve got left. Even Ed Barnes 
deserted us.” 

“Please, honey,” Tom pleaded. “Just one more brandy 
with Erin and I promise to be right up.” 

I heard no more at this point. I don’t even remember 
how I reached my room. 

Again it was the sound of voices that awakened me 
from sleep. I could hardly raise my head from my pillow, 
I was so weary, in a shivery realm between dreaming and 
awakening. It was morning. I looked at the clock on the 
night table beside my bed. A few minutes past six-thirty. 

I struggled out of bed. The voices were Erin’s and 
Tom’s. I walked out onto the little balcony overlooking 
the larger terrace below. They were sitting together in a 
huge double chaise, Tom’s jacket over Erin’s shoulders, 
the brandy bottle on the floor beside them. Erin reached 
for the bottle and shook it maddeningly. It was empty. 

“Good to the last drop! And not a drop left, m’boy,” 
she cried out. 

“I see an oasis ahead,” Tom kidded. “Sh-uppose it 
could be sh-traight scotch?” 

Erin made a face. “Very funny!” 

“Ish a great life if you don’t weaken.” 

“Td like to weaken you, darling,” Erin teased, planting 
a kiss on Tom’s forehead and then pushing him away. 
“But it’s Chuck I love, the bastard. He just has to ogle my 
ovaries and I’m with him all the way. I wait for that guy 
to come home every night, nothing matters but Chuck and 
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that six o’clock homecoming . . . now, no cracks about 
that, you know what I mean!” 

“Sure I know. Homecoming, hah, that’s a new one.” 

“Quiet, no dirty cracks, Tom Fanning, or I'll tell Miss 
Virgin Mary on you! Tell me, does SHE greet you at the 
door each night with a batch of martinis and a yen for 
you? If only Chuck could take his martinis the way I can. 
Poor darling is sick every morning of his life.” 

Tom seemed to sober a bit. “I know your routine, Erin, 
and you’re both young enough to take it now, but what 
about a few years from today? You don’t want that kid of 
yours waiting for supper that long, or do you intend to 
wean her away from milk and on to martinis?” 

“That’s up to Chuck. He rules our lives. I won’t stand 
for any guff from a kid of mine.” 

Tom was admiring. “You're a man’s woman, Erin. I 
have to give you credit for that.” 

“Give me credit, hell! Why don’t you unbend and give 
me a kiss? Do you know, you're the only man I can’t 
make?” 

“Who says so!” Tom answered and my heart did loop- 
the-loops. 

“I say so,” Erin said, picking up the brandy bottle and 
tossing it onto the grass. “Im as empty as that damn 
bottle right now and I'd like to be filled up!” 
= “A better double entendre I’ve yet to hear,” Tom 
cheered. “Is it booze or me you want?” 

“Both.” 

Tom laughed. “You're indestructible, Erin.” 

“Flattery will get you nowhere, Tom Fanning.” Erin 
taunted, “It’s because I’m not brainy like Betsy.” 

“Brains be damned,” Tom swore drunkenly. “I'd like 
to be greeted with a batch of martinis and a good lay some 
night, instead of the typewriter pounding away or her head 
in one of those books that are sold by the pound!” | 

“Betsy has everything, Tom. Looks, brains—and you.” 

“Betsy has everything and I can’t get enough of her. 
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She keeps me on a starvation diet. Heart’s ice, cold stone. 
She’s a cold woman, inside and out. Deep, cold, unthaw- 
ing ice,” Tom mourned. 

_ I felt myself turning to stone. Wherefore now my acting, 
my fake groans of pleasure, my deceptions? How long, I 
wondered, had Tom known? Had he ever been fooled, 
in fact? 

I was so shocked at Tom’s revealing complaint of me, 
I did not hear the last of his outburst, although later he 
said it was an important conclusion to the statement. What 
hurt most at the moment was his choice of a confidante. 

Erin was determined to take advantage of this oppor- 
tunity to win Tom away from me, if only for this one time, 

She turned to Tom, moving her body closer to him on 
the chaise, put her arms about his neck, pulling his head 
down to kiss him. “I am not made of ice, Tom, you know 
that. You don’t have to thaw me out. I’m hot melting 
butter where you are concerned. You’ve known that for a 
long time. And buttery me wants to butter you up.” 

Tom’s reaction was instinctive. He pulled at the arms 
about his neck, trying to wiggle out from her embrace, but 
her fingers were locked and immovable. He soon gave up 
the struggle and kissed Erin drunkenly, missing her mouth 
and almost falling over on top of her. 

Erin used this imbalance to maneuver him into a more 
vulnerable position, clasping him closely to her, ringing 
his waist with her arms, “Kiss me again, Tom dear. Kiss 
me, kiss me. Let me show you what a real woman is like.” 

“A real woman, a real warm woman,” Tom mumbled. 
His movements were sodden. He was very drunk, I could 
see that. But there was something in his subconscious driv- 
ing him on. 

I was crushed. So the very core of him did not belong 
to me after all, as I had thought, but had lain secret all 
these years like some dark, hovering stormcloud. Now it 
had burst, a shower of churning, threatening destruction 
drowning the eternal sunniness of our love. 
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I was tempted to rush downstairs and confront them, my 
thoughts going from mayhem to murder. But I was too 
sick inside to move from the balcony, leaning against its 
ornamental balustrade like a bird of prey upon a pre- 
carious perch. I could do nothing but watch with revolting 
horror as Erin, drunk as Tom, but more determined, 
seduced my husband. 

Tom was lifeless and unresponsive. She snuggled up to 
him, her hands expertly stroking his sex, her liquored mind 
and body uninhibited, as buoyant and flexible as caou- 
tchouc, gliding as quickly and efficiently as a spring lock 
into all the places of his attempted escapes. Her voltaic 
power overwhelmed Tom and within minutes he no longer 

“Relax, Tom,” she wheedled. “You asked for a real 
woman. Now take her.” 

“Yes, yes,” Tom answered hoarsely. “You are a real 
woman, a real warm woman. Are you Betsy?” he asked 
drunkenly. “Are you the Betsy I dream about?” 

“Betsy be damned,” Erin said soothingly. “Look, look 
closely, Tom, and see what a real woman looks like, feels 
like, smells like. See how she wants you! Now, now!” 

She stripped off her pajama bottoms, her slim limbs out- 
lined in the moonlight. Tom stared at her, unseeing. She 
guided his hands, his body, firmly. He moved lethargically, 
mechanically at first. She made impatient swearing noises 
under her breath, and was about to give up, when Tom 
suddenly reacted in her favor and they were together, a 
meeting doomed to failure. 

Tom is too drunk to know what he is doing, I thought 
dazedly. He has blacked out. Erin must surely be aware 
of this, yet she has led him on and on, to this. I should 
have stopped him, saved him. I knew he would be un- 
happy, unforgiving. But there was a small doubt nagging ` 
at me. I remembered Erin’s words, “I’m going to make 
Tom if it’s the last thing I do. Even if only to prove he’s 
a human being, like all the others.” 
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A human being. Like all the others. Was it ego or love 
that kept me apart from the others? Was it ego or love 
that preserved that tight little island of me-alone and my 
possessed, not my beloved? 

Erin had challenged and I had tested. Tested him. Like 
all foolish women, I had allowed my beloved to make a 
fool of himself (yes, I could have intervened!) with the one 
person I abhorred. All I had to do was step forward and 
speak. Speak, speak! How could I? The words choked in 
my throat. 

Oh, my God, I am only a woman after all, just like any 
other woman. I wanted to wait, to test, to suffer, yes, to be 
a martyr. To think I stood by and let it happen, watched 
it happen! That dread happening every woman fears, from 
wedding day on. 

I, too, had listened to the old-wives’ tales about bestial 
maleness that never resists, the hints and whispers of 
mother to her friends, the chitchat in high school about boy 
friends, the mesalliances in college, the frustrations of 
courtship dating, the pre-marital experiments. 

Proof, proof positive at last that there is no such thing as 
true love, lasting love, clean devotion, devotion to the very 
core of one another’s being. Love that is faithful to the 
end, mar-proof, sex-proof! 

No, there is no such thing as true love. True love makes 
good reading, good televiewing and that is all. A lie in the 
guise of love had existed between Tom and myself. The 
myth of our marriage! The security of love, the possessive- 
ness of love. Lies, all lies. 

No, I alone was not the power and the glory that could 
arouse him. I alone was not, and would never be the last 
woman to arouse him, to conquer and be conquered. 

Erin, a stealthy marauder playing sex bunko, had con- 
trived to defraud me of Tom, ransack our love, despoil 
him. Never again would it be the same with Tom. Ego, 
again? The reserved-for-life sign on him and his sex? 

Not really. I had thought of my sex as a fearless weapon 
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I had kept burnished for myself alone, a weapon that flayed 
him into sweet submissiveness, plunging into him a brand 
of pleasure he had never known, leaving its mark, brand- 
ing him as unquestionably mine. 

No, I was not the power and the glory that accepted him 
and the sweet fire that came from him, thinking the very 
core of this sweet fire was the very core of him, deposited 
within me like some miraculous gift, warming me, giving 
me life and solace, the woman-comfort I thrived on. The 
very core of that sweet fire had been fanned into a great 
flame, sparking my very existence and the blessed existence 
of Tom’s son. 

A terrible sob escaped me and I thought surely they 
would hear me. I could not, would not, dwell on thoughts 
of our baby, that blessed byproduct of our love, the mar- 
velous outgrowth of it, a tender tendril of an indestructible 
seasonless plant, an offshoot of some fantastically bloom- 
ing thing, transplanted, growing, thriving. 

The baby son, so very like Tom, to his hair, his eyes, 
his beginning frame of a man, was to me, a carbon copy of 
my beloved. Tom beginning all over again, another Tom 
to love, to adore, to know throughout childhood, all the 
years I had missed knowing him as a baby, a boy, an 
almost man! 

But here I was, on the balcony, looking on, not moving, 
making not a sound nor sign of protest. I had condoned 
his act. It was over. Tom, pushed aside by Erin, fell back, 
his shirt and trousers in utter disarray, his sex limp and ex- 
posed, arms a-dangle. 

I could no longer see. My eyes were sated with tears. 
I was no longer angry. I was forlorn, drained, bankrupt of 
emotion. I felt like throwing myself off the balcony into 
complete oblivion. 

In my heart, I knew Tom had blacked out, and yet that 
was not excuse enough. As long as he could move, per- 
form the act of sexual intercourse, I argued to myself, there 
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should have been some resistance, some control. Alcohol 
could not take the entire blame. 

If only it had been anyone but Erin! I felt deserving of 
worthier competition. 

I began to think. My thoughts provoked a series of 
violent reactions. They paced through me like a whirlwind. 
Self-pity, panic, insecurity, self-destruction, and finally, 
searing anger. 

Erin had won a victory after all. More important than 
the seduction was the fact she had enticed a confession, a 
valid complaint, an exposure of me out of Tom. 

Tom’s betrayal of me was Erin’s real prize trophy and 
she would make the most of it. 

I did not stop to put a robe over my flimsily night clad 
body, but ran downstairs and stood at the terrace door, 
summoning up the nerve to confront them at last. 

Tom had arisen from the chaise but had fallen to his 
knees. Erin clasped his head to her, holding him lovingly. 
I was shocked to see she was still half naked. 

“Don’t you think you had better get to bed?” I cried 
out stupidly, like a stern parent suddenly awakened from a 
satisfying sleep. 

They stared at me dazedly, too drunk to care. I could 
control myself no longer. I raged, “There are plenty of 
drunken bums in this house, but you two have outlasted 
them all!” 

“Betsy, honey,” Tom stumbled toward me, almost kick- 
ing Erin out of his way. “Let me explain. . .” 

I turned on my heel and left them. Entering the house 
as I ran up the stairs was Gibson, who had probably stayed 
up all night waiting to lock up. Probably overheard every- 
thing, too, I thought. Pity for him and admiration for his 
faithfulness edged their way into my own churned emotions 
as I ran to our bedroom and I made a mental note to com- 
pliment the Paradises on Gibson’s inattention to the eight- 
hour-day. 

Seconds later, Tom stumbled into our bedroom, rushed 
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into the bathroom and began retching violently. I flung 
myself on the bed and, out of sheer emotional exhaustion, 
fell asleep immediately. 

When I awakened for the third time, I felt better and 
had forgotten the scene of almost an hour before. I headed 
sleepily for the bathroom, making a foggy check of Tom’s 
absence in the other undisturbed twin bed. 

I pushed the bathroom door and it stuck. I looked 
around it. Tom was lying on the floor. He had been sick 
but had managed to remove his trousers and shorts. His 
red-checked sports shirt was all he wore and he looked 
grotesque in his prenatal sleeping position, half naked and 
half checked. 

All the bitterness came back. I felt fury like I have 
never felt fury. I kicked Tom as hard as I could and he 
cried out with pain. I rammed the door hard against his 
body again and again. My last view of him caught his 
feeble efforts to sit up, question and wonder on his face as 
he gazed at me drunkenly, with half closed, red rimmed 
eyes. 

I thought I would burst with anger at the sight of him. 
I rammed the sharp edge of the door against him as hard 
as I could. I struck his head. Blood spurted quickly from 
the wound like a small murky fountain, splashing over his 
face and neck. He fell back sharply against the glistening 
chromium legs of the sink. 


Seven 


I CANNOT fathom the love of humans for one another, 
whether in marriage, business or in friendship. Where lov- 
ing stopped and hating began, I have yet to discover. 
I had not survived the tiniest puncture in the myth of 
my marriage, or should I say, in the myth of Betsy Fan- 
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ning? For the present I was in the land of in-between, 
afraid to go forward, yet unable to turn back. 

Just as it was? Pray for that? Just as it was? Foolish, 
of course, because eight years of marriage should have 
taken me from A to B to C of life and I had fought like a 
demon to preserve my tight little island of A. 

Devotion must cool, I had learned as I grew older, must 
also age and weaken, just as a new tide filling up the little 
circle of Paradise Cove becomes wrinkled with every caress 
of the wind floating over it. 

But Betsy Fanning, knowing this, manages somehow to 
preserve her tight little island of A! 

Deceit, dishonor, distrust had managed to barnacle my 
ideal life, eating away at me, leaving unmendable holes in 
the lovely coat of illusion I had worn so well and so long. 

Why should I be shocked to discover there was a mar- 
riage love and a sex love? My idea of marriage had been 
a fairy tale existence with myself the inviolate queen on the 
pedestal, untouchable yet touchable, blessed with golden 
babies eternally asleep in starchy cribs. But no matter how 
supremely I reigned on my peerless pedestal, reality had 
managed to invade my mythical kingdom. 

Just as it was? 

Gone are the days thinking only of Tom, meeting him 
for lunch, for tea, for cocktails, for dinner, for every single 
minute apart from working to earn a living, eating, sleep- 
ing. 

Gone are the days plotting how we could exclude the 
outside world. Gone, the nights of cozy dinners a deux, the 
champagne gluttony to inspire frantic lovemaking. 

And the ridiculous little presents. The glittery circles to 
gypsy my ears, the fantastic abstracts to hang like goddess- 
deserving medals about my neck. 

Tom had influenced my thinking, rearranged every atom 
of me and I had not resisted once, 

Except to repel the male animal within him from travel- 
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ing the same passage to my inner soul and wearying of the 
tiresome journey. 

Now the tight little island that was myself must thaw 
and dissolve and lose itself in the seas of his desires. Just 
like any other woman, I must become “normal,” share him 
with the silken lust of other women, become the worn step- 
ping stone to the land of beget and begot. 

Surely, they were all my enemies, destroying that pre- 
cious bond between myself and my husband. How adept 
they were at hiding behind the curtain of betrayal and set- 

ting a beguiling stage of disillusionment! 

I think I can be hard. I can be cruel, too. I shall woo 
my child away from its father. I shall have affairs with 
other men, if only out of spite alone. I shall cheat and tell 
little lies. 

There was so much pleasure in the planning of my re- 
venges, I found it difficult to maintain the semblance of 
anger. 

Could it be I was glad of the excuse, no matter how 
meager, to betray, myself? Guiltily, I remembered my re- 
actions to Ed Barnes’ arrival, the looks we exchanged, my 
resentment of his attentions to Erin, the twinge of regret 
over our half-baked affair in the hotel. 

Was I a childish, thoroughly selfish, and spoiled person? 
Love must be something I possess, and I had kept strict 
account of my hoard, doling it out as carefully as money. 
The wants of my beloved, even my friends, had not been 
taken into account. 

But they were so unworthy! 

The women like bees full of poisonous stings. One never 
knew when they would strike (just look at Erin). The men 
stalking my cache of desire, not one (except Tom) with the 
key to the treasure. The men in the nether world of busi- 
ness expecting women to enjoy coping with pots and pans, 
never inviting me to take that last step up onto their exclu- 
sive dais. They would call me petty, be the first to mis- 
understand that the tiniest betrayal of a private trust, some- 
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thing as scared as the relationship between myself and 
Tom could be so shaken by a mere statement of truth, and 
hazily overheard at that. 

A statement of truth. Of course, she was cold. It was 
her nature. But no man had dared (not even Tom) to turn 
her inside out and expose the rich roots of her desire. She 
had been pampered and petted and spoiled by Tom and he 
had given in to all her silly, childish, virginal whims. She 
could turn on or off the basic desires for sexual enjoyment 
like water from a faucet because pride of accomplishment 
‘meant more to her, and the slightest aversion to a word 
left unsaid, a light unlit, a sheet crumpled could sway her 
from completing the act of love. 

In a way, she could blame Tom for all this. She had 
known no man before nor after Tom, and it was he who 
strived for perfection for her. They must shower, be clean, 
before making love. She must douche and powder and per- 
fume her body. Sunlight or moonlight must be distributed 
properly; the bed, the pillow, everything in its proper place. 

If Tom was complaining about the lack of sensuousness 
in her, he had no right to complain. There had been so 
many times when she had ached to be more than his wife, 
more than woman, but a wild lost thing in his arms. But 
refusals had been prompted in times of imperfection in her- 
self, in the surroundings. 

In business, there had been the love of her work. The 
love of doing. She could not understand the envy of others 
nor the hasty unburdening of their tasks, washing them off 
their consciences like dirt off one’s hands. She had been 
patient, full of encouragement and enthusiasm, eager to 
share whatever small talent she had for the job, But her 
associates had deserted her, too. Perfection was beyond 
them. They watched clocks and counted dollars and went 
on into oblivion. 

And the friendships. She had offered her heart on a 
silver platter (even to Erin whom she actually disliked) and 
her friends had gobbled up every last piece of it. They 
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(and Erin) had filled in their days with her. She had en- 
dured their inane chitchat over card tables and luncheon 
tables and cocktail tables and dinner tables. She had 
bought all the tickets to their charitable enterprises. She 
had attended their parties with all her accessories of chic, 
prepared to perform her practised repertoire of manners. 
She had entertained their children as if they had been her 
own. She had wanted only one thing of them (of Tom) in 
return. 

Love me, my island, my divine little myth! 

Why had not one, not a single one, ever paved the way 
for this horrible morning? 

It is true. I have been a child and Tom the soft, pam- 
pering father-lover, waiting and waiting for me to change. 

But who made him my father—he or I? Which one of 
us started it, and which one of us really wanted it? Did he 
get some kind of bang out of having a pure little ice maiden 
for a wife, was it a challenge to his male ego, a challenge 
he needed? Did he really want me to remain what he 
termed cold? I am so proud and so vulnerable, I can only 
be angry and refuse to change. In my anger, I see no other 
course than to defend myself and my island. 

In the future, I shall expend my energies in defeating 
my enemies, those destroyers of illusion. I shall be ruth- 
less in my career. I shall have lover after lover. 

Noy, I, too, can hear the siren song of all human weak- 
nesses. And love is an ugly toad, its song a guttural, 
inarticulate complaint. 

But if this be my aim, my future way of life, to what can 
I look forward? 

Will I ever be as happy as before? 





Eight 


The early morning was blazingly beautiful and the view 
from the dining room windows absolutely volcanic, erupt- 
ing in a dramatic display of blooms and sea and sky and 
color. 

I was chagrined to find Erin at breakfast. She had not 
slept, of course, and I marveled at her endurance. No 
traces of her dissipation of the night before were apparent 
except for her bloodshot eyes, red rimmed slits of pain 
half shut against the sun’s dazzle. She had changed into 
an immaculate pink linen, her tiny waistline sashed in 
chiffon, her feet neatly shod to match the dress. 

Gibson served Erin a glass of beer and turned to me. 
“May I bring you something, Mrs. Fanning?” he inquired 
politely. 

There was no hint on that young brawny Negro’s face 
that he had heard anything of our to-do of just a few hours 
ago. He, too, looked freshly equipped for the new day’s 
duties although he, too, must have had no sleep, 

I ordered scrambled eggs and toast although an elabo- 
rate breakfast was steaming on the buffet. I wanted to 
keep Gibson in the room as long as possible, long enough 
to permit the appearance of the other guests. 

Gibson did a masterful job of my eggs over a chafing 
dish. His wife, Sonia, came in with a fresh platter of hot 
buns. 

Gibson handed me the plate of eggs, temptingly fluffed 
the way I like them. I began to churn inside. Erin’s frosty 
silence was disturbing. I felt I could not swallow a mouth- 
ful. 

“You mus’ eat, Mis’ Fanning,” Sonia coaxed. “You 
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don’ have to worry none "bout your figger,” she added, 
meaning that to be a compliment. 

“Thank you, Sonia. Your food is irresistible. The curry 
last night was heavenly. You spoil us for anyone else’s 
cooking.” I tried to prolong the conversation with her, but 
Sonia was all business, as usual, and began ordering Gib- 
son to do this and that until he disappeared after her into 
the mammoth realm of kitchens. 

Erin and I were alone again. 

“All you need to say is ‘tsk tsk’ like a clucking female to 
match the look on your face,” she said bitingly. 

“You must admit your behavior was not beyond re- 
proach,” I retorted. 

“You mouth clichés with such charm,” Erin cracked. 
“And they tell me you’re so clever with words. Well, I 
warned you I would put a great big dent in your great big 


“Then you do concede you have made a conquest of 
Tom,” I prompted. I hated myself for saying it, admitting 
I had such little faith in Tom. 

Erin was delirious with joy over this admission of inse- 
curity and quickly dug the knife in deeper. 

“Do you think I would ever confide in you? Or should 
I have said confess my sinful sins?” she asked with a 
sneer. “I feel sorry for Tom. Why don’t you act like a 
real woman? Go ahead, ask me what’s really bugging you. 
Did I lay him or didn’t I? Well, worry and worry plenty, 
honey, because it’s about time you started worrying about 
a guy like Tom! As for getting another word out of me, 
you're out of luck!” 

“You don’t have to use language like that,” I pro- 

“I won’t bother speaking to you at all, Betsy Fanning. 
I’m fed up with your hanky-panky ways, up to here!” She 
crossed her throat with a tapering forefinger, picked up her 
glass of beer from the table and stalked out to the terrace. 

It was difficult to contain myself, even with the reap- 
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pearance of Gibson and the other servants. Several of the 
guests began drifting in and I could not bear to face them, 
especially Ed Barnes. 

I wandered from room to room and out to the large 
bar room which looked forlorn in the daytime. I marveled 
at its tidy appearance, considering the party last night. 
But I knew Joe’s passion for neatness and I knew he paid 
his staff well to keep things hospital-clean. It was Joe 
who prided himself on manning a counter restaurant with 
his help rarely touching food with their hands. Tongs, pie 
cutters, any device to enforce this rule were invented by 
Joe himself to handle his uniquely successful germ-free 
menu. 

I retraced my steps wearily. I was worried about Tom. 
I could not be sure I had not hurt him, hurt him badly. 
Yet I could not bring myself to go back into our bedroom 
just yet. 

I walked out of the house and through the lovely formal 
gardens. The tennis courts were occupied and I could hear 
the smack of balls against enthusiastic rackets and the gay 
calling of points over the nets. 

There were several roads winding around the Paradise 
estate and I chose the road curving uphill to grazing land 
out of sight of the main house. 

When I rounded the bend, I found trucks of every 
description. There seemed to be a grandstand of sorts be- 
ing erected and electricians were busy wiring loudspeakers 
and lights. I noticed most of the trucks were from New 
York, There was even one from a bunting company. 

I laughed to myself, wondering what Milly was up to 
this time. Obviously another lavish preparation to recreate 
a sensational event at home, I still could not guess what 
she had in mind. Certainly these operations had nothing to 
do with the clambake planned for tonight. Milly had set 
many a startling theme for weekend parties including her 
own Derby Day, Yale-Army football games and the like. 

The hustle and bustle were too much for me and I 
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turned back. The nearest guess I could make to Milly’s in- 
tention was that she was planning horse racing. Later, this 
assumption proved to be true. 

I ambled toward the beach. The pavilion was crowded 
with servants and activity. Gibson and a crew were pre- 
paring to dig the pits necessary for the bake. 

What to do? I felt limp with self-pity, all the anger and 
fire extinguished. Narcissism was one of my greatest 
faults. I knew I claimed the special privilege of being both 
child and adult. My passion, for all of my professed love 
for Tom, was still delicate and untried. I had the deceptive 
veneer of sophistication and sex attraction; my work with 
fashions had taught me to make the best of myself. To 
look at me, I wore all the accoutrements of worldliness, 
wore them well. Yet, for Tom, I had retained the virginal 
qualities that had so intrigued him from the first. 

But the virginal qualities were not the most desirable in 
bed, I argued to myself. How could they be? In bed, one 
must be a whore. I had preserved a fine-grained approach 
to love making, technique mastered to please only Tom. 
But now? Such refinements were not wholly pleasing. 

How could I change? I could not. But I could prove 
myself with another. Where love did not enter into the 
relationship. 7 

If my life for the past years were examined, I could not 
honestly say I had not thought of other men. Every now 
and again, I had met a man at a party or in my work who 
had struck that subtle spark. Would it have been better 
for me to have lit a few fires, plumbed passion, than to 
remain the child-adult who could not take the smallest 
emotional blow? 

There were two rock jetties embracing the Paradise 
beach, one leading out from the boathouse and the other at 
the boundary line of their property. I decided to walk out 
on the far jetty and sun bathe. I had dressed in a halter- 
topped playsuit with a skirt that buttoned on over it. I re- 
moved the skirt and walked out to the end of the jetty. The 
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tide was coming in and I could see Tartan Island in the dis- 
tance, ringed in pale sand with tufted greenery swaying like 
feather dusters in the gentle morning breeze. 

The sun warmed me. Its bright dazzle was so larky I 
could not feel angry nor sad any longer. Even the waves 
lapping against the rocks seemed to be making friendly 
overtures, and to ignore it all was to reject everything that 
was pure and clean and beautiful. I looked down and the 
drops of sea on the wet stones began rolling off like tears. 

I felt like crying. 

I bent my head to study the marine life below the water. 
I could make out the aimless circling trails of snails on the 
sandy floor of the sea, an occasional blue crab’s scavenger 
hunt, the seaweed doing its slow-motion hula, killies shim- 
mering as they scooted by. 

Nothing could distract me for very long. My thoughts 
must pell-mell into comparatives to salve my ego. Every- 
one, every living thing was bent on hurrying, hurrying to 
destruction, even life in the sea. Yet I envied that life in 
the sea and their hard shells of protection. In what cover 
could I take refuge today against hurt? 

Revenge could not be sweet in my case. I must prove to 
Tom I could be another variety of woman. I could be- 
come the most adept of performers in the bedroom, if I 
divorced the performance from love. I dwelled on this 
thought for a bit and imagined myself again in Ed’s arms, 
back in the hotel suite of long ago. Without the sticky web 
of love and all of its fragile, interwoven threads to worry 
over, I could have been the most satisfactory of bed part- 
ners. I laughed a little at the thought of Ed and myself in 
the same situation today. 

Today, I could be the hot pants, bedwarmer, and sexpot 
men talked endlessly about. 

What was a lay, a roll in the hay, a hauling of ashes, a 
piece? You name it. What was it really but a very civi- 
lized set of movements, its techniques as well developed as 
a fine set of muscles? Kiss for kiss, caress for caress, a pre- 
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cisely calculated barter between two people. A sacrifice of 
soul. 

“Don’t turn around!” A voice interrupted my thoughts, 
“That golden back of yours is prettier than the view.” 

I turned. I knew before I looked at him who it was and 
my heart pounded. I shielded my eyes, supposedly from 
the sun, but really to erase the look of startled pleasure in 
having Ed follow me out here. 

He sat beside me, the big hulk of him naked to the 
waist, the brief paisley swimming trunks clinging to slim 
hips and exposing a long stretch of well formed legs. 

For all the years we had been apart, I suddenly felt very 
close to Ed. The wedding bond to Tom suddenly evapo- 
rated. Hadn’t I, just a minute before, in my mind’s eye, 
been in a hotel suite in Ed’s arms performing with finesse 
the act of love? 

“I have been watching you from my room,” Ed said. 
“You took the long way to the beach. But where is Tom?” 

“Don’t talk to me about Tom. I’m blazing mad.” 

“Quite a night last night.” 

“Yes, quite.” My voice was bitter. 

“Did Erin upset that exquisite poise of yours?” 

I was shocked. “Then she told you, too?” 

He laughed. “She’s something, all right. Erin talks 
about everyone.” 

I resented his casual tone. “Erin is a troublemaker. She 
is noted for her masochistic maneuvers.” 

“Stop making noises like an ordinary female and talk to 
me of more important matters,” Ed said, taking my hand 
in his. “I want to kiss you and make love to you. Just the 
way we used to.” 

“I wasn’t very cooperative, if you remember.” 

“IT remember. But you were very young. I am sure you 
have improved.” 

“Of course,” I replied knowingly. I felt excited but 
could not tell whether it was the warmth of the sun or Ed’s 
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closeness that was the cause of the blissful sinking, the 
melting of my very bones. 

“You won't escape me this time,” Ed warned. 

“I may not want to,” I teased. 

“I know you don’t want to, not this time. I can see it 
in your eyes. Our unfinished business has to be finished.” 

His eyes had the cold blue look, blueness that was 
neither soft nor unyielding, the cold blue look I knew so 
well. 

It was a look that took all, gave nothing in return. 

For one small moment I was frightened and hurried to 
make conversation. I dwelled lovingly on the happy days 
of our teens and I rambled on about our adolescent mis- 
haps; his car getting stuck in the snow, the time he passed 
out on the running board, the times we each had dated the 
other’s best friends to provoke jealousy. 

Ed stopped the reminiscences. “Betsy, why go back? 
We've both changed. No, I’ll take that back. You haven’t 
changed. You're the same wonderful gal, so hip, so cool, 
so beautiful, so modern, so new, so unattainable to sad, 
bagpants me. “I can be inferior-complexed, Betsy, when 
it comes to you.” 

“Don’t be. It isn’t becoming to you.” 

“Why in the goddam hell aren’t there more women like 
you?” 

“There are. All over the place.” 

“I know. You're mad about last night. I bia to give the 
devil his due, but don’t blame it on Tom. He didn’t know 
what he was doing.” 

“Please, don’t talk about it.” 

Ed patted my shoulder tenderly. “You're hurt. Terribly 
hurt.” 

“Don’t feel sorry for me. I needed to grow up, open my 
eyes. I knew these things happen. But not to me. Big 
ego me.” 

“Don’t torture yourself.” 

Fliply, “I won’t. Don’t worry.” 
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“I only worry about getting you to notice me, I worry 
about now, not yesterday, not tomorrow. Here and now. 
What a lovely creature you are, Betsy darling, and how 
unbelievably fortunate I am to have you pop into my life 
again. Can you imagine Cupid picking Joe Paradise for 
his errand boy? Holy Cow!” 

I had to laugh. “Joe Paradise must have a corner on the 
Cupid business from the look of things.” 

“You bet.” 

I remembered Joe with Milly, with Cammy. I shud- 
dered at the thought. I changed the subject. “Isn’t it a 
beautiful day? Have you had breakfast?” 

“You talk about eating at a time like this? Here I am 
all passive and peaceful and you come into view and toss 
me into a cement mixer. I think I shall have you for 
breakfast.” 

“Silly talk.” 

“Talking is silly. I wish I could talk the way you do. 
There are so many things to say, if I only knew how to get 
them out.” Ed looked serious for a moment and added, “I 
do think of you often, love baby, and vertically as well.” 

“I warn you, Ed, I shall try changing the subject again.” 

“And talk about eating? Well, what about my scream- 
ing appetite for you? I see you, even think of you, and I’m 
ready. Also ready’s brother! I’m ripe for raping. I could 
fertilize a whole harem. Maybe I can sell Western Union 
on a new service.” 

“The way things are going around here, you could. I 
can recommend some partners, too.” I felt my mood get- 
ting lighter, thanks to Ed. The iy: was so shiningly beau- 
tiful I couldn’t help feel happy, glowy, thankful to Ed for 
following me out here. 

“If wishing were any good, I would plan to crisp in the 
hot sun with you, take a quick dip in the sea, a warm 
shower together, cocktails, bed for lunch, and a filet mi- 
gnon for dessert.” 
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“Don’t tell me you can’t think of things to. say, Ed. 
You’re fabulous and so is, your line.” 

“Don’t say that.” 

Ed’s eyes were a cold blue again. He looked angry. 

I apologized. “I’m sorry, I should not.have said that.” 

“Do I frighten you, Betsy, with this sudden deluge of 
words, emotions, love? I did once before and don’t think I 
have forgotten it. Are you worried that I may demand 
something you don’t wish to give? Not on your life would 
I risk that sort of thing again. What else is there beyond 
love that we could want of each other?” 

I was moved by Ed’s words. How shallow of me to 
think he skimmed through life unfeeling, taking and not 
giving. Ed spoke those words with effort, I knew. But he 
spoke them with sincerity. His depth of feeling surprised 
me, too. I hesitated before answering him. I must be 
careful not to hurt him when he had exposed so much of 
himself to me, 

“Forgive me if I am a little vague this morning, Ed. I 
had a dreadful day yesterday. I can’t begin to tell you how 
dreadful it was.” 

“You may not believe it, but I understand.” 

“I—I think you do.” 

“You are the most marvelous female I have ever met. A 
witchy bitch, but marvelous. I want you badly, but noth- 
ing worthwhile comes easily. You are—his wife. But I 
shall not allow myself to think about it. I will not think 
of you in anyone’s arms but mine.” Ed came closer to me, 
putting an arm about my waist. “My very own love, my 
angel, please always love me. Please don’t leave me 
again.” 

I tried desperately to make light of the situation. “I 
know you've had breakfast. The way you talk you must 
have re-fueled.” 

“You little hussy,” Ed murmured, kissing me suddenly 
on the lips. 
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I jumped up and quickly walked away from him toward 
the safe circle of the beach. Ed followed me. 

When we reached the end of the jetty, he took my hand 
and pulled me down on the wild, junglelike side of the 
wall away from the Paradise property. Here tall grasses 
and craggy cliffs hid us from view. 

He pulled me to him, kissing me with lips open, his 
tongue seeking mine. I felt myself go all soft and warm 
and dissolving against him. He tightened his arm about my 
waist and I could feel the supple bend of it against the 
firmness of his arm, my breasts divide and softly seat the 
hardness of his naked chest. 

I felt every pore unlock and open to him when he kissed 
me. 
“You don’t kiss with your lips,” he whispered. 

These were the first words he had spoken in minutes and 
I was puzzled. I drew away from him and was shocked 
at the terrible feeling of despair in losing the warmth of 

“What do you mean?” I asked. I suddenly had a shak- 
ing feeling of inadequacy, fearful of what must come. 
After all, I had pleased no man other than my husband 
and, for all the brave rash thoughts of before, I could not 
project the Betsy Fanning of the dream into this reality. 

Ed pulled me roughly to him again, took my chin in his 
strong hands and aimed my mouth at his. I fused into the 
firm, hard curves of his body, my own body a river flowing 
and filling in those curves. 

We kissed and his kiss was not gentle this time. It was 
fiery, demanding. His mouth covered my lips again and the 
breath went out of me. I lost myself in the warming fire 
that came from him. His cheek was a blaze against mine. 
His fingertips were matches lighting the fires of my desire. 
I was quickly sparked and even the deep untapped roots 
of me were aflame. 

“You kiss with your body,” he murmured into my ear. 
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“And it is wonderful, wonderful to get a response like 
that.” 

The sorry thought that Tom had never aroused a re- 
sponse of this sort in me streaked through my mind. Was 
this the fine line difference between lust and love; the 
former a passionate revel to be forgotten, the latter a 
shrine of forever-fulfillment? 

Nothing could last for me, no longer. All that con- 
tinues is the hurt, the everlasting hurt, a bittersweet con- 
fusion. I wished I could explain this to Ed, But how 
could one span the years in the few seconds we had 
together? 

“I wanted—I wanted to kiss you like that. With my 
whole body,” I told him, my arms still circling his neck. 
“I—I have never kissed anyone like that before.” 

Ed nibbled at my cheek, my ear. “You unique thing, I 
love every bite of you. My very own dear Betsy, my long- 
ago, longtime love, please put your arms around me 
quickly with love in every inch of them. I want to caress 
you gently, slowly, tenderly. I feel this is like some 
slow death. Pd like someone to murder me and relieve 
me of this wonderful pain.” 

“Darling, darling.” 

“Hurry, Betsy. Those arms—I need them, honey. I 
want, want only you. We'll love each other all the way.” 

“Don’t talk of love. Talk about now. No yesterday, 
no tomorrow. Remember, those words are yours and I like 
them.” 

“Anything, anything. We must talk, and play, and love, 
and get lost, and never get out of bed long enough to go 
down to the corner for a hamburger.” 

“Oh, Ed.” 

“Long for you, why I’ve longed for you all these years. 
Real long, long, longing. I want to crawl into those arms. 
I want, want, want, and to give it to you, too. That thing 
is really snarling! I’m building a great big edifice in your 
honor.” 
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I drew away from him, but he pulled me back roughly. 
Fd continued as if his conversation were something 
he must get off his chest, “I want to give you whatever 
and everything you desire, and all of my heart, if you can 
believe me. Goddamit, we should be moving mountains 
to find a way to live together a bit, and sleep together 
a bit, with legs where legs ought to be, and close, close, 
close like we must be. Honey baby, I’ve missed you ter- 
ribly. Too proud, too stupidly male to tell you. Minutes, 
hours, ten long, lousy years have ticked by fast, like light 
years. Days really dragging ass. If I don’t stop talking, 
if we don’t understand each other, I'll bust a bowel!” 

“Ed, I must confess you're a bit overwhelming.” 

“Let’s go ‘home’ before I shrink away to a junior size.” 

I was puzzled. “Home?” 

“That’s our word for making love. Isn’t this our home- 
coming? Haven't I been homesick for you? We’re going 
to be just simple, plain, homecoming, homeloving people. 
Not waste any time, any more time.” 

“I like that. Home. It would be like that.” 

“We're talking too much about it.” 

“Yes, we are.” 

“Then, kiss me. Kiss me with your heart.” 

I kissed him. Our kiss was long and sweet and con- 
suming, I took a deep breath, tasting the afterglow of 
his sweet tongue in my mouth and what little nectar I 
was able to drain from his gentle mouth into me. 

“God, thanks, Betsy. If I knew how to let go, I would 
cry a river of thanks for a kiss like that. I’m completely 
lost. You are not only wonderful, but thoughtful, making 
things easier for me. You are so lovely, lovely, loving—” 

I looked up at Ed. He was looking at me with such 
tenderness and desire, I felt I could not bear it. This was 
a time and a look I knew well. Man was never more 
vulnerable, never more stripped of his maleness, never 
less heart-sure, never so divorced from his nine-to-five 
pigeonholed existence, never so weak and never so strong. 
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I stroked his hair. It was soft and fine and the sun 
sparkled in the crisp, golden short hairs at his temples. 
Ed waited for me to say something. But there was nothing 
to say. There was only the feeling of urgency and desper- 
ation. When? Where? We must think soon. Dare I? 
Dare I not? I must consider now. But this was nothing 
I could stop to analyze, argue, think over. If I did, the 
dazzle would disappear. 

“I want you now. Here,” he entreated. 

I pushed him away. I remembered the servants at the 
boathouse and the possibility of the others coming down 
for their morning swim, 

“No, no, we can’t,” I cautioned. 

He looked stricken. “I want you. I want to kiss you 
and kiss all of you, your breasts, your thighs.” 

I wanted him, too, and marveled at this new emotion 
assailing me. Never, never before had I felt my body 
triumph in such glee over my mind (fettered mind that it 
was!) telling me what, when, why! 

“Give me time to think,” I begged. I sighed, “I never 
should have kissed you.” 

“I thought you never would,” Ed admitted, smiling 
down on me, his blue eyes lazy with passion. “But I 
am damn glad you did.” 

“I thought you were sure of me all the time.” 

“I expected you to slap my face.” 

“I should have!” 

“I am glad you didn’t. But stop talking, love me.” He 
pulled me to him again. 

“No, no,” I tried to push him away, but his arms were 
already around me and the warmth of his body was a 
haloing torrefaction about us. Desire pell-melled through 
me, touching every nerve, making liquid things of my 
bones. Down, down again, deep down to the dark un- 
ruffled pool at the very core of me, churning it into a sea 
of stormy yearning. 

“Don't you dare push me away again,” Ed whispered 
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angrily. “You little hussy, you little tease. I'm going to 
drive you crazy. You'll come alive!” 

“Pm frightened,” I said, but I did not pull away from 
him. “We might be seen.” 

“Quiet! You really don’t want your own way, not any 
more. You're no longer a child, my darling. And what 
you need is real fulfillment and I’m the man to give it 
to you.” 

I hated myself for leading him on. In addition to the 
fear of being seen, there was a growing fear of this new 
me. How could the Betsy Fanning of yesterday—faithful 
wife, devoted mother, churchgoing, upright, cliché of 
clichés—be so willing, so easy a conquest? No, no, I 
would not do anything so impulsive so soon. One did 
not change that quickly. But even as I was arguing 
against this unexpected madness, I knew in my heart 
that Ed would have me and have me soon. 

My thoughts could only dwell on how it could be man- 


He unbuttoned the single strap about my neck, holding 
the halter top of my playsuit. His hand reached down 
and lifted one of my breasts. He kissed the mipple, a 
hard pink bud in the firmed white flesh overflowing his 
saucered palm. 

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered. 

We kissed again and I was back in that delicious void 
again, unthinking, uncaring. 

“Darling, darling, I want you, too,” I said eagerly 
and my fingers found all the taut, straining, hot places 
of his need. The sun’s warmth beat down on us, but 
the friction of our bodies seemed to produce even a more 
scintillant glow. There was a burnished interchange of 
taste, smell, touch, glow, breath, pliance, sweat, a plun- 
dering of pleasure no sun could outshine for those few 
golden moments. 

A screeching of brakes made us jump apart. Three 
cars had raced into the parking area beside the boat- 
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house and familiar voices drifted down to us like chilling 
hailstones. 

“Damn!” whispered Ed hoarsely, walking away from me. 

I quickly adjusted my strap and smoothed my hair. I 
turned away from Ed to give him a chance to regain 
his composure. He came back and grabbed my arm, hurt- 
ing me. 

“Why can’t I take you and take you quickly?” he said 
angrily. “You always manage to get away from me. Is 
it a game?” 

“No, oh no, not this time,” I reassured him. 

“Better not,” he threatened. “I don’t like middle class 
girls with virginal complexes. Remember?” 

I smiled and dabbed at his lips with my handkerchief 
to remove the traces of lipstick. 

He laughed. “Women think of everything.” 

“We have to,” I said, thankful He could see some 
humor in our situation. We walked toward the beach. 
I picked up my skirt and we headed for the group at 
the boathouse, 

I stopped in the dressing room and freshened my make- 
up. My hands were shaking and my arm pits were damp 
with perspiration. I was unnerved., My prized possession, 
my cool poise, the hard veneer of it had cracked, and 
suddenly I was at loose ends with myself. I was alternately 
furious and forgiving in retracing the moments with Ed 
on the beach. 

I thought of Tom, too, and in childish pique I was 
proud of the love making I had enjoyed so early in 
the morning. Not bad for a woman of cold, unthawing 
ice. But to be so reckless, so easy, so melting! But do 
not think of that now, not now. Forget the prudish Betsy 
and the agony of regret certain to be endured later on. 
This was now. The time for change. 

When I reached the widescreened veranda, Ed was 
there. I noticed he had stopped, too, to wash his face 
and comb his hair. His trunks were topped by a crew 
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shirt. I saw the last trace of passion in the slight flush 
on his cheeks. My own cheeks were still burning and my 
heart continued its foolish racing. 

Ed looked at me and smiled. There was no hint in the 
least of what he was thinking. The pale blue eyes of 
steel were cold and expressionless and they looked down 
at me with the secretive half-liddedness that had always 
made me distrustful of him. 

The women were playing cards, their faces fixed and 
frozen in lines of avidity. The crackle of ice in their 
highball glasses was the only sound except for the occa- 
sional slap of cards on the table. They looked like gor- 
geous birds of prey in their gay summer frocks, coiffures 
shining like the matchless gloss of feathers in the sun. 

The cove was calm and smooth as a starchy blue 
sheet and Joe’s commuting helicopter sat upon its still 
waters like a swollen bug. 


Nine 


1 EXPECTED Ed to be in delirious pursuit of me from that 
moment on, and was a little shocked to discover he was 
more interested in joining the men in a game of golf 
before lunch. He left the boathouse abruptly after a 
hasty drink with me, 

The women were relieved to see their men go off to 
the golf course and settled down to their serious card 
games, all tallied to pay off at fairly high stakes. Gibson 
was on hand to set up tables and refill drinks. Soon the 
crack of card decks and tinkle of ice were accompani- 
ment to the high-pitched gossip from the tables. 

“Don’t go on that boat,” a soignee card player warned 
her companions. “The booze they serve isn’t good enough 
for an alcohol rub.” 
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“They say she died calling for her lover, and the poor 
guy went and got him, can you believe it?” 
“She’s plenty of days over forty, honey. She’s had 
everything lifted, her face, her breasts and from the look 
of it, her fanny!” 
“Do you notice the way she lisps when she gets tight?” 
“They say she’s a call girl. Specializes in deviates.” 
“Oh, all artists sit on the floor.” 
“Really, she’s a howl. When she gets drunk, she has 
no control over her wind.” 
“Sure, she gets diamonds. But take a good look at 
them. Real dirty diamonds no one else wants—yellow 
imperfects. He goes down to that Bowery clip joint in 
town to get them, then thinks he’s impressing people. 
Poor girl, she can only wear them after dark!” 
| “Talk about phonies. She has to buy her gowns in 
| thrift shops. I always distrust those gals who are willing 

to take off a gown in the middle of a dance floor just to 
| show you the label.” 

I resisted the invitations to play, lost in the hopeless 
shuffle of their conversations. I left the boathouse, decid- 
ing to face Tom. 

I walked along the driveway to the big house, the 
shortest distance from the beach. The cars were on their 
way to a nearby country club. I caught a glimpse of Ed 
in his Jaguar, Erin and Chuck alongside him. Ed saw 
me, but did not wave. I burned at his indifference. 

I was thankful our affair on the beach had been inter- 
rupted. He was still as childishly sadistic as he had been 
| in those long ago days of our teens. I vowed to avoid 
| him the rest of the weekend. He had always spelled 

poison to me, my way of life, my precious dignity; and 
what had not succeeded before, could not possibly amount 
to anything today. 

I marveled at my inconsistency. How could I think 
this way? When I remembered those moments on the 
beach with Ed, I could think of them only in pleasurable 
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terms. I had been stampeded by passion as I had never 
been with Tom. In a way, I was proud of my body’s 
responsive performance. 

But was it an experiment as well? Had I wanted to 
prove I could thaw as easily as the next person and Ed 
was ideal for testing? I knew I could never fall in love 
with Ed or become emotionally entangled enough to 
jeopardize what I had. 

Perhaps Tom was right and I was ice clear through. 
But divorcing the mind from the flesh had turned the 
trick for me. The male approach was right. The flesh 
is so much wiser than the mind. Our minds deceive us, 
keep us reined like the well trained animals we are. Our 
bodies do not, answering desire directly, quaffing its deli- 
cious drug quickest of all. To experience desire, absorbing 
erotic touches here, there, everywhere, through each pore 
was the most exciting of experiences. 

To lust or love? In my present state, I could see no 
choice or define the difference. Something was propelling 
me into situations so alien to my nature that I could only 
stand apart from what was my former self and be sur- 
prised, shocked perhaps, aghast. 

I started to run, embracing the soft wind consorting 
with me, lifting my face to the sun’s striking glitter, touch- 
ing the shiny gloss of leaves along the way, snatching at, 
the tender blossoms and tossing them into the air. I 
felt a desperate need to infold space, vast stretches of 
space, in which to breathe. I must touch, fondle, caress, 
even violate the beauty in nature surrounding me in order 
to come to terms with my new feelings. 

I had to stop to catch my breath and compose myself. 
I could not think of anything, anyone but Ed. 

Those moments on the beach, so terrible and so won- 
derful at the same time, so right and so wrong at the 
same time, so necessary and so unnecessary at the same 
time, so justified and so unjustified at the same time. 
Just thinking of those. moments made my throat go dry, 
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my pulse a vanguard rocket, and desire, as thick 
molten lava and as firing, swelled within me. 

It was I who wanted Ed, lusted after him. 

I knew I must have him and have him soon, 


Ten 


MILLY greeted me in the entrance hall. She was the pic- 
ture of voluptuous beauty, her flaming hair shiningly 
drawn back in a bustle of baby-fine curls, her magnifi- 
cently clear skin glowing, her blue eyes full of the 
sparkling beginning of the day. 

“Darling Betsy, good morning to you!” she sang out. 
“Are you having fun, fun and more fun? Isn’t this the 
most divine day for our clambake!” 

“Good morning, Milly,” I answered happily. “It’s 
the most wonderful day for a bake. But then, the weather 
doesn’t dare disappoint you. Who ever heard of a Para- 
dise party that was dampening to the spirit?” 

“Clever girl.” Milly hugged me to her. “But you know 
by now all I live for is a helluva good time. For me, 
for all my friends.” She turned to look about her, seem- 
ingly satisfied with the new flower arrangement in a ten- 
foot-high vase centered within the marble entrance hall; a 
fabulous explosion of brilliant flowers hung with plittered 
iridescent sea shells, 

“It’s a beautiful day,” I commented, making conversa- 
tion. : 

“It was a beautiful night, too,” Milly laughed. “A 
grand and glorious night from the sound of it. And those 
weren't crickets I heard chirping on my hearth and in 
the bushes.” 

“All right, FI amend my statement. It was a busily 
beautiful night.” And a busily uncomfortable day for 
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me, I added to myself, thinking again of the terrible 
quarrel between Joe and Milly, the desperateness of her 
ensuing infidelity with Alfredo, | 

“It’s called ‘pleasure bent’ when you go at it all night. 
Did you know that?” 

“No.” I found myself blushing. 

Milly looked at me closely, “I believe that’s a good 
healthy blush I see on your face. Haven't seen a girl 
blush since Hector was a you-know-what.” Milly laughed. 
“Erin is right about you. You've got a lot to learn. Don’t 
take everything so seriously, you'll live a helluva lot 
longer.” 

So Erin was busy spreading tales about last night. To 
Ed, to Milly. Had she no shame? I guessed not. I tried 
not to look irked at Milly’s inferences. She was only 
trying to help me. 3 

“I’m learning fast here,” I told Milly in as casual a 
manner as I could muster. 

“Dis must be the place!” Milly joked. 

“T can’t think of a better one.” 

“Well, I’m for a card game,” she announced abruptly. 
“I hope the girls have left a place for me.” 

She was off in a wink, a flurry of printed silk, her 
dainty feet tottering along on the highest and flimsiest 
of heels. 3 

With Milly gone, the house, empty of its ebullient tenant, 
seemed to sag and die. The crimson shimmering heat 
of the late summer morning beat against the leaded win- 
dows, insinuating itself into the cavernous rooms like an 
invisible gas; blurring, muffling all objects crowding them. 

It was a house intended for dowagers wearing gilt 
headache bands, not for a bunch of wealthy, insecure 
nobodies. Marble, bronze, tapestries, damasked walls, 
parquet floors, arabesques, petit point, inlaid marquetry, 
Coromandel screens, Georgian silver candelabra abounded 
in suave confusion. Everything had a queerly terrible 
air about it of waiting, the lacklusterness of inanimate 
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objects waiting to be touched, fingered, breathed upon 
by gracious ladies in fabulous ballgowns of extravagantly 
festooned satins and velvets; men who bowed reverently 
and waltzed in grandeur; fleet old family retainers. The 
rooms and their objects waited and I thought of the 
shattering blows they must endure when Milly and her 
assorted friends intruded. 

Milly had found the house and coaxed Joe to buy 
it for her as a wedding present, lock, stock and barrel. 
With its purchase from the impecunious heiress of the 
former owners, she and Joe obtained all of the treasures 
collected by those wealthy eccentrics. Milly, as much as 
Joe, was fastidiously faithful to the impressive collection, 
changing nothing, even keeping a museum-like quality to 
its atmosphere in the lighting of cases containing china, 
glass, stuffed birds and animals, their placards of reference 
clearly and neatly typed on each. 

The sun was a fleet reveler in all of the rooms of the 
big house, settling tenacious rays upon countless treasures. 
But not for long. The servants were quick to draw the 
heavy draperies against its cheery sparkle. 

I slowed my walk down the long hall to our room. I 
dreaded facing Tom. Suddenly I felt ashamed. Ashamed 
of my encounter with Ed, my unfaithful thoughts. I felt 
sick at the thought of the sweet little innocent back home, 
the baby I had borne so proudly, a living testimonial 
to our love. 

And yet, the mere thought of Ed’s harsh caresses, so 
wildly demanding and devoid of the sentimental, provoca- 
tive, long preliminaries typical of Tom invaded my 
thoughts. I could only continue longing for such a union. 
Happen it must, if only once. Once to prove that I was 
a real woman, passionate and demanding, not merely 
the ice maiden Tom and I together had made. 

Clever girl, Milly had called me. My intellect would 
always be my master, not my emotions. Even now, I 
dared not argue the point I might be conducting an 
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experiment only to bolster that wickedly inflated ego of 
mine, so recently pin pricked to midget size by Tom’s 
remarks to Erin. 

Love has a way of overlooking trifling mistakes, but 
not everything. Not his condemnation of me to Erin, of 
all people. 

Why couldn’t a man, your man, tell you he wanted a 
whore as well as a wife? We women are ready, willing, 
able. Court us, woo us, honeymoon us, and then what? 
We became mother images to be worshipped on a pedestal, 
untouchables, guardian angels of their young. Fools not 
to see passion, and what passion, deep and wonderfully 
secure in the female bond of marriage, waiting to be 
used as it should be used. Why must the male turn to 
someone else for the deed we are so capable of per- 
forming? 

What can their wretched and vulgar expressions mean? 
Turn us upside down and we're all alike, is a favorite. 
Who, in the dark of night, away from the brood-bound 
trap of marriage, cannot then be turned upside down, 
and properly turned at that? 

Oh yes, I have been provoked into thinking like a man. 
That’s a modern woman for you. And why not? Don’t 
I work on a man’s level, am I not his partner in mar- 
riage? Then I, too, deserve the priceless entry into the 
mysterious world of physical philandering! 

The beautiful floating balloon of my life (result of the 
childhood dream and the childhood fantasy), wonder- 
fully unworldly yet heart of the world, collapses suddenly 
from a mere pin prick of chatter. 

Silly to think I shall never be happy again! 

I opened the door to our bedroom. There was Tom 
in drunken sleep. He had dragged himself to the bed 
and thrown himself upon it, clad as I had last seen him, 
in the red checked sport shirt. There was the odor of 
vomit in the room. He had been sick again and again, 
apparently. I thought it best to let him sleep. I tidied 
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the bathroom. I opened the windows and the door to 
the balcony terrace and drew the blinds against the hot 
sunshine. 

I covered Tom gently, my woman’s heart touched by 
his pathetic, womb-curled position. My impulse was to 
gather him in my arms as if he were a child. 

I was shocked to discover I could not. 


Eleven 


As I closed the door to the bedroom, I heard voices at 
the end of the hall. I turned to see Cammy and Joe, 
standing close together and clasping hands. They could 
be together safely now, with Milly playing cards at the 
boathouse and Bobby off playing golf at the club. 

Joe called to me. “Betsy, honey, come here a second, 
will you?” 

I joined them at the end of the hall. 

‘Tm taking Cammy on a tour of the house. Join us, 
Betts. I think Cammy can learn a lot from a smart girl 
like you.” 

“Thanks for the compliment, J oe, but I doubt it,” I 
said politely. 

“Don’t be so modest, Betsy,” Cammy gushed. “I'd 
love to wear clothes the way you do.” 

“It’s my business, Cammy,” I said honestly. “You're 
a lovely and talented person. Certainly your wardrobe 
reflects that,” I added, knowing such a bouquet tossed 
Cammy’s way would please Joe. 

Cammy glowed. She preened like a young peacock 
and thrust her exuberant breasts forward until I thought 
they would burst the low vee of her overdone summer 
dress, a cheap linen encrusted with sequins and hilari- 
ously fringed. 
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Joe looked deliriously happy for a man with bleeding 
ulcers. I was almost glad someone beside his expensive, 
disagreeing doctors could erase the tired lines etched so 
deeply in his face these past weeks. 

“Joe tells me you are a big success in the fashion 
world,” Cammy said with genuine admiration. “I sure 
could use some ideas, especially for my night club act.” 

“Never mind the night clubs, honey,” Joe said, squeez- 
ing her arm. “We want to make an expensive lady outta 
you.” 

“That’s great, Joe.” Cammy laughed, ““Don’t spare 
the expensive part of the program’ is my motto.” 

“Pd be glad to give you any fashion advice,” I said. 
“But I think you two will do all right on your own.” I 
was smart to be careful, even if this were not jesting 
on Joe’s part, but serious contemplation. Joe could build 
me up to the skies, but following through was his favorite 
hobby and he was now an expert on everything money 
could buy. 

“I want to show Cammy what we’ve done to Milly’s 
suite,” Joe announced as we entered Milly's apartment 
at the far end of the hall. The enormous bedroom, dressing 
room and bathroom were done in oyster white completely. 
The wall-to-wall carpeting was a biting Bristol blue and 
all the accessories echoed it. Tassels were the main theme 
in this perfumed domain and thick gold tassels were 
everywhere, even gold-leafed on the bathroom wallpaper, 
the fixtures gilded echoes. There was a small bar in her 
dressing room and tasseled faucets dripped rye, bourbon, 
scotch and gin. In Milly’s tremendous four-poster bed, a 
television set had been inserted in the footboard. 

Joe toted the cost of every one of Milly’s luxuries 
for Cammy, pointing with pride to the solid gold bidet 
which was her answer to the solid gold barber chair in 
his dressing room. 

I noted the whiskey glasses everywhere. No wonder 
Milly had sparkled so early in the day. Big on-the-rocks 
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glasses were on night tables, dressing table, bathroom sink 
and floor. Some were half filled with whiskey and in 
others, the stale residue of ice cubes. The exquisite crystal 
was finger-marked, the rims blurred with half-moons of 
caked lipstick. 

Cammy ooh-ed and ah-ed over everything, giving Joe 
much pleasure. He led us into his suite, which was 
connected with Milly’s. Everything within was serene 
and in its proper place. No department store display 
could have been more sterile, more devoid of clues to the 
inhabitant’s secret life and secret thoughts. Either Joe’s 
fanaticism for cleanliness or his fear of making a personal 
mistake could have been the answer. 

He pushed a button and the doors to his dressing room 
closets opened automatically. 

“One hundred and twelve changes of clothes,” he an- 
nounced dramatically. “And every one of them suits was 
stitched to order by the best New York and Bond Street 
has to offer.” 

“Well, you're the best dressed guy I ever saw,” Cammy 
said admiringly. 

“And you deserve nothing but the best, honey doll,” 
Joe told Cammy, patting her rounded fanny. “Don’t you 
think someone like Cammy deserves the best, Betsy?” 
Joe inquired. 

I nodded, finding it difficult to conceal my irritation. 
Now I realized Joe wanted something more of me than 
accompanying him on a tour of the Paradise place. Per- 
haps his interest in the little tramp was so great at this 
point he was dying to share it with someone else. I knew 
there was a slight distrust of me inside Joe because I 
stubbornly clung to my ideas and ideals, refusing to yes 
my husband’s boss. However, Joe admired people of 
principle although they annoyed him at times. 

Now he was clearly admitting I was a woman of 
importance, one he admired, and he was indirectly asking 
me to display approval of his new choice. 
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I was torn between pity for him and loyalty to Milly. 
I loved Milly, every mad wonderful inch of her, the 
difficult and trying inches of her, too. She was a fabulous 
personality and no one could touch her for gaieté de 
coeur. 

How could I tell Joe to get Cammy out of his system? 
She and her drifter husband spelled trouble. But then 
one could never be completely objective about a situation 
of this sort. 

Cammy might well turn out to be wonderfully good 
for Joe. She had youth and Joe worshipped the body 
of youth with none of the messy accumulations of age 
to disturb the clean beauty of it. And to Joe, who also 
worshipped cleanliness, flab and wrinkles and graying hair 
could not be swept away. 

If Milly had failed him in some way, there was no 
need to repeat past mistakes with another inadequate 
woman. Perhaps we were all wrong about Joe enjoying 
family life. He was much better off ten years ago, holed 
up in his pre-Milly era hotel with his liquor, his dreams, 
and a time table for living all his own. To Joe, women 
were ulcerous distractions from his beloved business, but 
of course he did not know this, 

This was a moment. Cammy, to Joe, was the green, 
gauche, wide-eyed, ambitious, grasping fool he had been 
twenty years before. In her eyes, he was the dream 
of himself of years ago; rich, cultured, the possessed 
and possessor of trinkets and treasures, mountains and 
molehills, the legendary empire builder of the Saturday 
matinée movies of his grubby childhood. 

This was a moment. For Joe, for Cammy, even for 
me. In some ways, I, too, was trying my wings in a 
brand new world, 


I followed them from floor to floor and listened to 
the over-stimulated Joe tabulate each and every costly 
acquisition in the house. Elevators, hi-fi and communi- 
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cations systems, mechanical dumbwaiters, servants quar- 
ters, solarium roof to bowling-alleyed basement. 

I followed the older man and the young girl dazedly. 
In a way I was grateful for the postponement in having 
to face Tom or Ed, who would be returning with his wife. 

We walked through the gardens and along the road. 
We followed the path I had taken earlier in the morn- 
ing. A great deal of work had been accomplished on 
Milly’s new project since then. It was, indeed, a fine 
replica of a race track even to boxes, bleachers and 
starting gates. The road had been covered with dirt, car- 
loads and carloads probably. A small pavilion was being 
erected with lounging furniture and bar equipment stand- 
ing by to furnish it. 

“What the hell is going on here?” Joe shouted at 
the workmen, 

Cammy and I hung back as he argued with the bewil- 
dered crews. He came back to us, face crimson, hands 
clutching at his midriff. 

“That crazy dame has done it again,” he cried. “I’m 
going to kill her, I swear it, before she kills me first!” 
Joe moaned, grabbing at the pit of his stomach. “Why 
the hell can’t she give me some peace? Did you ever 
see anything to equal this? A race track! 

“Too goddam lazy to go to Belmont so she has 
Mohammed come to the mountain, That crazy boozed- 
up bitch of a dame. You'd think that tiny brain of 
hers would be safely preserved in alcohol by this time, but 
no! The thinking machine still works and works over- 
time. It’s not the dough, honest to Christ, it’s not the 
dough, she can stuff it where it will do her the most 
good, for all I care! But it’s her or me. Her or me.” 

“Easy, Joe,” I soothed. I had never seen him so 
agitated. “I am sure Milly can explain.” 

“Well, she can explain to the four winds this time. I’m 
through. She can’t change. It’s always the same rat race. 
[ never know whats going to hit me next. She ought 
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to move Madison Square Garden down here so we can 
accommodate all her free-loading friends. And I’m the 
sucker to manage that for her. Well, Frm on the way 
out!” 

He looked almost epileptic. I was frightened. 

Cammy’s entreaties seemed to have more effect than 
mine. They were soft and smooth as honey and as 
repetitiously hypnotic as a recording. 

“Darling, darling,’ Cammy begged. “You must get 
away from this place. She’s killing you!” 

Joe embraced her, clinging to her. “Get me away 
from here, little baby, get me away from here. Quick. 
Out. Outta here, now.” 

They moved away from me, heading toward the house, 
almost running. They had forgotten me. 

When I reached the house, I saw Gibson closing 
the door to Joe’s Cadillac. They were inside the car, 
dressed as they were, Cammy in the flimsy glittered lmen, 
Joe in his sports clothes. I could not imagine where 
they were headed, but Joe drove off with such purpose 
that I was certain he would never return. 

Later when I learned he really had walked out on 
Milly and the one hundred and twelve changes of cloth- 
ing, I was stricken with the horrible thought that it was 
I who had led Joe to the premature discovery of Milly’s 
sensational race track, 


Twelve 


I FOUND Gibson in the entrance hall when I entered the 
big house and he politely informed me luncheon was 
being served both on the terrace and down at the boat- 
house and, of course, I could have my choice, 
I thanked him, muttering something about changing. 
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I suddenly felt a desperate need to discard the clothing 
fondled, touched, so thoroughly disturbed by Ed Barnes. 
On the door of our bedroom was a cute little poster 
announcing Milly’s clambake. Rampant with raffish red 
lobsters, it read: 
“Come see the sea, 
and join the ‘bake,’ 
Have your cake 
and eat it; 
We'll start at four 
with lotsa liquor, 
Grab your shorts 
'n blouse, 
Meet you at the 
boathouse!” 

I opened the door, surprising Tom. He was dressed, 
freshly bathed and shaved and looking like his old self, 
except for the nasty bruise on his forehead. I could have 
cried at the sight of that bruise, remembering the rage 
with which I had slammed the door into his skull. His 
brown eyes were filled with remorse, the sheepishly con- 
trite male not knowing how to approach me for for- 
giveness. 

But what was there to forgive, actually? A drunken 
fling was due him. The crux of our quarrel was his com- 
plaint of me. How vain, really. Yet I was deeply hurt, 
pulled apart, confused, frightened, insecure. Where did 
I go from here? What did I intend to prove—that I 
was the woman he wanted, ice-free now because I aroused 
another variety of feelings in someone else? Which 
woman did Tom really prefer, the wife, the marriage 
partner or the whore in bed? 

Tom hesitated no longer. He came and folded me into 
his arms. I enjoyed the safe, warm unyielding circle of 
his arms about me, 

“Sweet, sweet,” he whispered, kissing my ear. “Don’t 
be angry. I am sorry, so sorry. I never should have 
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drunk so much. I ought to throw in the sponge where 
Erin is concerned. There isn’t a man alive who can keep 
up with her drinking.” } 

“You know I am not angry over the drinking,” I replied 
sulkily. . 

“Then you forgive me?” He smiled, looking as inno- 
cent as a child and as idiotically happy, thinking our 
quarrel was over. 

“T_T cannot discuss it,” I replied haughtily. There was 
no point in talking. I would only start the arguing all 
over again. I could not convince Tom or drag any 
confession out of him. In my heart, I knew he had 
truly blacked out and did not remember having had 
sexual intercourse with Erin. 

“Then kiss me, darling. Let’s make up. I don’t want 
that pretty little head of yours worrying about baggage 
like Erin. There isn’t anything or anyone in the world 
I would allow to spoil things for us.” 

“Tsn’t there?” 

“I live only in you. I love only you.” 

“Fine words.” 

“You sweet, silly doll. You witch, bitch, vixen, siren. 
You soft, gentle, giving angel. Poor baby Betsy, my 
Betsy, you conjure up so many nightmares and torture 
yourself. Why?” Tom held out his arms to me. “Come 
to me, love me. I love you, worship you, adore you. 
How can you dream up such horrible things? Night- 
mares, nothing but nightmares.” 

“Talk is cheap,” I sneered. 

n Tom continued trying to wheedle me out of my mood. 
“You silly sneak, jealous love, come to me. I want to 
“forget all this nonsense. I want my Betsy back. Now. 
“J long for you, those loving arms, that smile, that look, 
the soft body and lovely skin, the always delicious sub- 
missiveness that says you’re mine, the fabulous hours 
when we have a complete togetherness like I have never 
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experienced before, a full surrender, one to the other, 
love at its most fulfilled best.” 

Tom was very serious now. “You are the most won- 
derful woman I have ever met. I know no woman who 
commands my greater respect. If I have done one little 
thing to hurt you, I’m sick about it, in a panic about 
it. Every day of my life I try to give you pleasure and 
happiness, and if I succeed, I am richly rewarded. I am 
wide open to you, and only you. You have my respect, 
my love—my everything!” 

“I can’t erase last night. It’s not that easy.” 

“Come now, Betts. Don’t spoil the weekend by going 
bitchy female on me. Don’t hang on to it, honey, not 
today. It’s a beautiful day and I suddenly need a cup 
of coffee badly.” He held his head in pain. “Wow, am 
I hungover!” 

“You can get something to eat downstairs or at the 
boathouse,” I informed him coldly. 

“Not the beach, darling,” Tom said, ignoring the cold- 
ness in my voice. “Sun, ouch!” 

“You go ahead,” I urged, suddenly weary and finding 
it difficult to sustain an emotional scene any longer. “I 
want to change for the clambake. You go on and have 
a bloody Mary. There’s a long night ahead of you.” 

Tom was quick to make more of my innocent sug- 
gestion. “Are you insinuating I may get involved with 
Erin again?” he asked angrily. 

“No, I was just making conversation,” I explained 
dully. “I have run out of almost everything, Tom,” I 
continued weakly, “motions, words. It’s possible it is 
sheer exhaustion. Emotions are still with me, but apa- 
thetic. Perhaps love is still with me, just as much, but 
quiet now. Sheer exhaustion.” 

“My love is all still inside, waiting for you.” 

“Please, Tom, no more. I’m tired,” 

“I beg you to forget this morning,” 

“How can I?” 
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“But it isn’t true.” 
“What isn’t true?” 
“What you think about Erin and me.” 

“What I think!” I shrieked. “What I think! What 
I know! What I saw!” 

“Don’t lie about a thing like that, Betsy, don’t ever 
lie. Don’t go acting like every other woman.” 

“Lies? When have I ever lied to you, Tom Fanning? 
That’s the trouble. I have not been like other women, 
and what a mistake! After all, I am a woman. I’m sick 
and tired of being so goddamned perfect. The perfect 
wife. The perfect career girl. The perfect mother. The 
perfect glamour girl. The perfect ass!” 

“Betsy!” 

“Go ahead and look horrified. I am sick and tired of 
living up to that girl on the pedestal you promised to 
cherish till death do us part. Till death. I died last 
night, Tom Fanning.” I began to sob. Tom tried to 
comfort me, a natural reaction. I struck out at him, my 
nails grazing the wound on his forehead, opening it 
afresh, the blood spilling out from it. 

t Tom rushed into the bathroom, soaked a washcloth 
«and held it to the wound. 

-I continued to cry, dabbing at my eyes with my fists 
like a child. Tom handed me a handkerchief. 

“I swear I never made love to Erin, I swear it upon 
everything that’s holy. Upon our child’s life.” 

I gasped. “Don’t say that, Tom,” I pleaded, “Don't 
bring little Tommy into this.” 

“T mean it, I mean it,” Tom cried heartbrokenly. 

“But I saw it all happen. I watched from the balcony.” 
» “Then I swear I did not know what I was doing. Why, 
~ I wouldn't touch Erin if she were the last woman on 

~ earth! How could I? I couldn’t have anything to do 

with another woman, not after having something clean 
and fresh and good like you belonging to me.” 
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“There is no point in arguing, Tom. You will never 
admit it. No man would.” 

“Admit what?” 

“What I saw.” 

“Great God, Betsy, do we go over it and over it all 
Over again? Will it ever stop? Are there any words that 
will convince you?” 

“You were the one who set the rules, Tom. You were 
the one who always preached faithfulness. I never did 
play games, never had a chance to. I married you at 
nineteen and I was a virgin. There was no other man 
for me but you, Tom Fanning. There never has been 
another man. You said I wasn’t the first woman in your 
life, but you swore I was the first and the last who really 
counted. We began with that fresh, clean sheet of paper 
you always harp on. Now what do we do?” 

“We go right on as we have been.” 

“Then I must forgive and forget?” 

“There is nothing to forgive.” 

“Omigod, you'll protest your innocence until I find 
myself on the defensive, contrite and sorry I brought 
such a horrid, naughty situation up. I begin to see what 
a Svengali you really are, Tom, and my love turns to 
hate. There is suddenly no in-between.” 

“I cannot talk to you. I can’t talk to you when you 
are like this, Betts. For God’s sake, give up. You're 
tearing my guts out when you carry on like this.” 

“Carry on! I’m just like any other woman, Tom, and 
it’s time you realized it. Suddenly I feel like any other 
woman and it’s a great feeling. I have let go of that 
awful burden of goodness I inherited along with your 
wedding ring. Like an Atlas carrying the weight of 
womanhood upon my shoulders. I am not that good or 
that great, Tom. I am almost happy it happened. I 
have grown up. I am a human being at last, subject to 
human brands of emotions like anger, jealousy, even a 
little murderous intent. 
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“Yes, I could kill you, Tom, and Erin, too. I am going 
to miss that easy going dream world I've lived in all these 
years. I'll miss casting myself as the untouchable heroine 
of the myth of our marriage.” 

“Myth?” 

“Yes, myth! All so pat and perfect. How I hate that 
word perfection, a favorite of yours where | am con- 
cerned, How I hate true love and devotion and faith- 
fulness and sobriety and all the other clichés of that 
myth! I don’t want to behave the rest of my life, the 
little girl-wife behaving as she should for Tom, the father- 
lover. That’s not love, Tom. I am glad to be free of 
it. Of you.” 

I did feel a new release, a change deep within me. 
When I looked at the expression on Tom’s face, how- 
ever, I felt like a child in her Sunday-best starched 
+ ruffles suddenly caught making mud pies and deliriously 
covering herself with them to the shock and dismay of 
a stern parent. 

Tom’s expression was one of a stern parent, and I 
saw him in the father role, the role that had outweighed 
the lover role these past years. 

“Why bring the moon into this argument?” Tom said 
gruffly. “We are not going to pick our life to pieces. 
We are trying to discuss Erin and me, to straighten- you 
out on one little incident. Why go foaming at the mouth 
over everything else? You make me damned sore when 
you start tearing our marriage to bits over Erin. She isn’t 
worth this much talk.” 

“But she is worth making love to, isn’t she? She is 
> great in bed and I am not. I suppose that makes a great 

marriage.” 
iin “There you go. Rehashing. Why can’t you forget it? 
~ I cannot believe liquor would excuse it, if it really hap- 
= pened. Which I doubt very much. I domt know what 
has come over you, Betts. I admit we drink too much 
when we weekend here. If it goes from bad to worse 
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like this, darling, I swear we won’t come here again.” 
Tom was beside himself with apologies. “Ill do any- 
thing, anything, if you will stop this arguing and say 
you forgive me. Please forgive me.” 

I hated myself for putting Tom in such a groveling 
position, but I could not erase Erin’s victory from my 
mind. The flesh is weak. Another cliché, but how true. 
How true of Tom. It was too late, too late to erase the 
scene, the hurt. We were all changed, and now we could 
go only forward. There was no other way. 

One must forgive and forget last night’s episode. But 
forgive and forget in the future, no. Condone it, never. 
To do so, I would indeed be giving up my birthright 
as a woman. I could only think and act and feel like 
a woman from here on. 

Tom was dabbing at his bleeding forehead, at a 
complete loss for further words to convince me. 

“Don’t look so crushed,” I said softly. “We will 
stop talking about it. I promise to try to forget it. But 
give me time.” 

“Glad to.” 

“Will you leave me alone for a little while?” 

“Only if you promise to join me as soon as possible.” 

“I promise.” 

“Think about me, about us. All the good things in 
the world, I wish for you. All my love is yours. My 
heart—my everything.” 

“Go away, Tom. I will be down soon.” I was anxious 
to be rid of him, a constant irritant, a rankling reminder 
of last night and the deep hurt, the cross-purposed churn- 
ing going on within me. 

He embraced me, his lips grazing my cheek at the 
rebuffing turn of my head. 

“Please, please,” he begged. “Come down to me soon, 
Betsy.” 

He left reluctantly. I felt badly but inside my chest 
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I could still feel the knot of hurt, curling back into a 

snake-like round of hardness. 

I stood under the shower for a long time, hoping the 
soothing spray would dissolve one feeling or the other. 
The new bitterness I was feeling for Tom. The turmoiled 
yearning for Ed. 

I felt refreshed after my shower. I looked at my 
body in the full length mirror. It was a satisfying 
reflection. Eyes sparkling with a darker, more knowing 
depth, my skin white velvet except for the faint flush 
on my cheeks. I turned slightly to admire the swelling 
profile of my breasts with their rosy rounds of nipples, 
the lean curve of waistline, the top flesh of my tummy 
as soft as a down pillow, a luxuriant black nest shadowed 
between long, shapely legs. 

I picked up a bottle of my favorite cologne and stroked 
it over my neck, arms, the china-hard knobs of nipples, 
over the curve of waist and down the soft arc of thighs. I 
spilled rivulets of the scent down my legs, watching them 
travel the sleek half moon of calf to ankle and toes. I re- 
called the ad I had written for this particular scent, 

“Note the first impression of ‘Moi’,” it read, “. . . the 
initial tone is tart, almost a bitter blending with.« a sexy 
muskiness that lasts. Try it after your bath and emerge 
from the humdrum chrysalis of life, a beautiful desirable 
butterfly.” 

I felt winged now. I snapped a bra over my breasts, 
bending forward to give their shapely billow full play in 
the lacey cage. 

This pleasant reverie gave place to anger. Who was I 
kidding? Surely, this sort of “freshening up” was not for 
luncheon or a clambake or Tom. I was preparing myself 
^ for love, for a lover. 

» Minutes began ticking away slowly. I sat staring into 
my dressing table mirror, still clad only in a bra. Sud- 
denly the most important thing in the world to me was the 
waiting for some word from Ed. A note slipped under my 
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door, a knock that would bring a discreet message via 
Gibson, a signal from the terrace below my room. 

I looked and looked out the windows for some sign of 
him below; anywhere, on the wide stretch of lawn to the 
sea, the blond glint of him at the boathouse, the long 
striding mountain of him along the sandy beach. I was 
piqued. He might have called from the club. 

My mind began playing tricks and I visualized him arm 
in arm on the links with his wife, returning to the house 
for a blissful reunion in bed. I was shocked to discover 
myself capable of vile language in speaking to my secret 
self. I marveled at the epithets my subconscious could now 
conjure up against him. The sonofabitchbastard! 

I stopped pacing the room to laugh at myself. My sense 
of humor came to my rescue. 

Dear Ed, I thought, the perfumed harlot awaits you. 
The grapes had brought me back to my senses. They were 
bulging all over the room, all over the Grapes-of-Wrath- 
room. Oh, mink toilet seat cover, where is thy sting? 

It was so funny, I laughed until I cried. Cried, cried, 
cried. 

A knock at the door aroused me from my adolescent 
meanderings. Couldn’t be Tom. He would not knock. Ed, 
of course, at last! I grabbed a terry robe, slipping it on as 
I rushed to the door. 

“Who is it?” I asked, before opening it. 

“It’s Ed. Hurry, open up.” 

“I can’t. I’m not dressed. Wait for me downstairs.” 

“No, no, it’s important. About us. PI only take a sec- 
ond, Betts.” 

“About us?” I asked as Ed sauntered in, smiling. I 
knew immediately he had used the urgency as an excuse. 

He reached for me, drawing me close. 

“You’re mad.” I pushed him away. “This is dangerous.” 

“That's what I love about you,” he laughed. “ rous.” 

I was angry. “Don’t be flip. This is serious. I'll admit 
T looked at you, wanted you to want me, fell into your arms 
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the instant you snapped your fingers at me. And what hap- 
pens? You go out and play golf. Are you so sure of me? 
Do you hate eliminating the chase?” 

Ed grabbed my shoulders. “Goddammit, Betts, I don’t 
know what you expect of a man beside the moon and the 
stars. I’ve waited for you for years. I’m not a poet. I’m no 
romantic fool. I’m tongue-tied in those departments and 
you know it. i 

“Pm only an ordinary guy who knows what he eats, 
smells, and feels. Sure, there’s something between us. And 
we can’t ignore it. We aren’t going to live with it day in 
and day out. But we're going to live with it today. Now.” 

“Please, Ed, go away. I shall be right down, I promise. 
We can go for a ride, anywhere but here.” I was beside 
myself with worry. Tom might return. | 

Ed said nothing, holding me close. His hand was deft 
and sure as it slid inside the plunge of my robe where my 
breast was trapped in the lace of my bra. There was the 
hard pressure of his palm against the nipple and, I moaned 
a little out of the sheer pleasure from his touch, turning to 
him, wanting him desperately, shamelessly, wanting to kiss 
him back, touch him, wanting him so badly I felt I must 
hurt him when I did touch him. 

When we kissed each other, we found our mouths 
opened wide, hungry as any animal is hungry. 

“Let's get the hell out of here,” Ed whispered. 

Quickly I slipped into a sun dress and sandals. Within 
minutes we were in Ed’s car, speeding along the shore road, 
away from the Paradise place. 

Ed drove fast and furiously. We struck a bird flying into 
the windshield. I looked back and saw it flutter briefly in 
the dust of the road, a dark lifeless wingspread on the hot 
concrete. One minute a high flying thing, the next, dead. 


~ For a small little island in time, a highflying thing (my yes- 


terdays with Tom). 
Ed stopped the car. He had driven into the wilds of the 
State Conservation area, and in his usual reckless way had 
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driven off into the roadless stretch of sand dunes. I recog- 
nized the place as the scene of teenage necking parties. 

Ed took my hand and led me to the deserted sandy 
beach, the tufted dunes rising high to hide us. I have for- 
gotten our conversation, if any. I was as anxious as he to 
start the lovemaking. Gone was my usual role of ruined 
virgin, requiring the big buildup, making excuses for per- 
fectly legitimate passion. 

Ed would not settle for my usual cues. One little over- 
ture of mine and he was quick to spark me, his fingers 
burning on my breasts, my back, my thighs. All the beauti- 
fully vulnerable spots. Thick, rich desire corroded my rigid 
moral standards, wearing away the prudish New England 
defenses. 

Wonderful! To be so instantly lost, lost in the excite- 
ment of anticipation, the preoccupation with pretense and 
artifice, the playful duel of exchanged eroticisms, the love 
talk and the love whispers and the love murmurs, the 
transient touches lighter than down whisps, the climax as in- 
describable and ephemeral as a gorgeous God-shaped cloud. 

He took me quickly, as a parched man water, or a hawk 
his prey. No sound, no human exchange between us now 
except for the beating throbbing of his need. 


Everything dimmed from translucent blues to bitter 
greys; the sea, the sky, the upturned veined linings of 
leaves, the upshooting trunks of trees. The waves roiled in 
higher and higher, rougher and rougher, tossing a flimsy 
float in the distance like a piece of toast, the lather of the 
waves curling, foaming, fizzing out in dizzying repetitious 
cycles. 

I looked up at the sky, the last of the creamy clouds 
separating and thinning, divorced by the darkening grey of 
the heavens. A jet roared overhead, its white exhaust like 
a wavering tightrope between the clouds. 

Ed was standing over me, looking down at me admir- 
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ingly for having satisfied him so completely. I could not 
move my body nor even smooth the skirt of my flimsy sun 
dress. Rippling ruffles of sand now framed me and on 
either side of my hips, I could make out the rounded im- 
print of his knees, deep agitated swirls in the sand. I 
thought of the sea creeping in on us and the knee prints to 
be erased so easily, so soon. How transient the shaky tight- 
rope of desire I had just trodden! 


Thirteen 


I was amazed to discover, upon returning to my room, the 
affair with Ed, trip and all, had lasted but a scant half hour. 
Still worried and shaken, I tore off the dress I had hastily 
donned and changed into the outfit I had planned to wear 
to the clambake; a V-plunged white silk shirt and Mexican 
skinny pants in brilliant turquoise, decorated on the back 
hip with a contrasting hand print, the fingers sequin- 
sparkled. I inspected the paint job on my toenails before 
putting on thong sandals. I brushed my hair, black and 
glistening, into a saucy pony tail. I fussed over my makeup. 
My hand shook as I drew the eyeliner over the thick flutter 
of eyelashes. My mouth was a full-blown bow, still aflame 
from Ed’s kisses. 

I ran down the stairs, streaking though the house to the 
boathouse, heading straight for Tom as if he were salvation 
itself. 

I stopped the stupid running, panting for breath before 
reaching the crowded boathouse. I stopped to collect my 
wits. Well, I have lost my amateur standing, I thought 
- harriedly. And that’s that. Happens everyday and no sense 
- getting dramatic about it. 

How foolish to confuse love with desire! I had begged 
Ed to forget about love and yet I thought of those moments 
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I had wished him to throw himself on the pyre of my sexual 
accomplishments, burn himself out only to ask for more. 
Ed only wanted what every man wanted when he thought 
he could get it and take it. But which was the better? Love 
or desire? Now I could not choose, or mouth cliché plati- 
tudes about either; not as I had before, from the pinnacle 
of my narrow ivory tower, my precious tight little island, 

Love or desire? There was no choice, I had tasted the 
fire of both and I now wanted both. 

Blind trust, dumb devotion to Tom was finis. This is the 
way it was, had to be, and there was no going back. 

The clambake had begun. Gibson was tending the pit, 
the big black bulk of him fluent in his difficult task. His 
body was something to behold, stripped to the waist, every 
muscle taut as silk, his handsome face over the fire lustered 
with sweat. The slicked-down hair was a mass of glossy 
tendrils and his lips were slightly parted, the gleam of teeth 
showing, the ends of the enigmatic mouth upcurled with 
satisfaction with the purely physical job he was doing. 

A deep pit had been dug earlier in the day. Chicken, 
potatoes, fish, lobsters and clams, wrapped in tinfoil the 
night before, were now steaming on their hotbed of coals 
and rocks among the barge load of seaweed brought into 
the cove yesterday morning. 

With Gibson was Alfredo, who hovered about, con- 
stantly jabbering away, Gibson did not seem to be aware 
of the young Italian’s presence, yet there was nothing to 
suggest he found his talkative companion a nuisance, I 
could not understand this strange combination. 7 

There were several small groups clustered about Gibson 
and Alfredo, who were lifting the corners of the huge can- 
vas completely covering the bake, clouds of hissing steam 
escaping, to check on its progress. 

“What a heavenly odor,” Alfredo raved, sniffing the air. 
“I never thought I would see the day we made a grave for 
food in order to produce such tempting edibles. It’s down- 
right sinful.” 
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“Ha, ha, a grave for food, that’s good. That’s rich,” 
said Gibson, smiling approval at Alfredo’s colorful descrip- 
tion of the bake-pit. 

“You did it,” Alfredo applauded Gibson. “You dug the 
grave. I watched you work all day on this job. Quite a 
feat. You can’t beat a New England style clambake for 
whetting the appetite. No bouillabaise or cacciatore could 
top it.” 

Alfredo stroked his blonde beard, arched his eyebrows 
and began performing for the crowd as well as Gibson, now 
that he had captured their attention. “Cooking is like mak- 
ing love,” he said. “The longer one takes, the better it is.” 

“Tell us about it, paisan,” someone in the crowd called 
out. 

“Paisan!” Alfredo’s voice cracked with anger. “Peasants 
don’t know about making love. In, out, in out, and it’s 
over. It takes a person of royal blood. Look, I show you 
the cuff links of my father.” He lifted his elegant shirt- 
sleeves to display lavishly crested links. “The royal crest 
of Lorenci. There are no better lovers than the Lorencis. 
One begins to learn about lovemaking at a tender age in 
Italy, with one’s own sisters, if necessary, with one’s school- 
mates, if necessary, with the animals in the field, if neces- 

sary. One lives to love and love often in Italy. It is in- 
grained in us from the very beginning.” 

“We Americans go for hooch and hot rods. Love takes 
third place,” laughed Mr. Stokes of the waxed mustache. 

“T don’t believe it,” countered Alfredo. “Not with all the 
pretty butts I see around here.” 

7 “They all wear girdles,” said Stokes sourly. 

“Then they're two-way-stretching playgirls. Til buy 
that,” Alfredo was pleased with his retort and showed it. 
_™ “How lovely is the lit. You know, au lit, au lay,” Stokes 

~waved an arm gaily at a blonde smiling at him from across 
the pit. He left Alfredo to join her. 

Alfredo continued his dissertation on love. “We eat only 
= to make the strength to love. Isn’t that so, Gibson? Gibson 
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will tell you that is so. He knows. His ancestors come 
from the dark bush in Africa. No melting pots for us. We 
are not sterile Americans, are we, Gibson? Direct, in the 
blood, the heritage for lovemaking as it should be. Love 
first, live later! That’s our motto, eh, Gibson?” 

Alfreuo’s talk was all for Gibson now. He began to 
prance and wave his arms at the big colored boy, chatter- 
ing on about love and gourmandizing. His skinny frame, 
in the dwindling light of day, took on a frail quality, almost 
womanly, as he pirouetted around the large, steaming 
square of the clambake, stopping every now and again to 
look for Gibson’s wide smile of approval. 

The bars in the boathouse and the portable one set up 
on the beach were going full blast. Cars screeched across 
the gravel parking lot. There was a riot of color in the 
decor, riotous Japanese lanterns swinging, even the clothes 
echoed the gay abandon of the party theme. The casual 
dress meant a relaxation of inhibitions, and people lounged, 
sprawled, dabbled, dashed, bustled all over the place. 

Milly was dressed as I had seen her earlier in the day. 
She had spent the afternoon playing cards and drinking 
heavily. All the signs of her near capacity were already 
showing; the nervous twitching in her lips and the vague 
butterfly circlings of her longfingered, bejeweled hands. 
She had not been back to the big house at all and I won- 
dered when she would discover Joe and Cammy were 
among the missing. 

“Drink up, drink up,” she was calling merrily. She came 
to me. “Betsy, angel, where have you been? Get going, 
honey, you’re several wet miles behind us. Tom’s m'boy, 
he knows how to tackle a party.” She waved in the direc- } 
tion of the bar on the beach. I could make out Tom with” 
Erin and Chuck, drinks in hand, watching from a safe, coo! 
distance Gibson tend the pit. 

“Aren't you going to change, Milly?” J asked, eyeing 
the sad crumple of her linen dress. “Why don’t you hop 
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into something comfortable, like the rest of us?” I sug- 
gested as tactfully as possible. 

“You are right,” she exclaimed, trying in vain to smooth 
the wrinkles in her skirt. “I ought to change. Shuppose I 
call up to the house for something?” She put a rubbery 
finger to her temple, trying to think of some specific cos- 
tume and, failing, added, “I’ll go m’self. I haven't seen Joe 
around, the teetotaling bastard. Jus’ ‘cause he can’t stom- 
ach a li’ ole drink, wha’ a poor sport, I'll drag him down.” 
She laughed. 

“PII go with you, if you like.” 

“Don’t be shilly. Gibson’ll drive me in a jiff.” She 
looked down at Gibson, tending the pit, Alfredo still hov- 
ering by. “Thash if I can pry him away from that damn 
fairy.” 

She left me abruptly, staggering across the sand to Gib- 
son. I saw them leave for the big house. 

‘IT ambled among the guests. The place was filling up in 
the usual way and the usual free-loaders were present. By 
now I could categorize them in seconds and it was a favor- 
ite game of mine. 

There were the two jazzy-looking blondes, big, busty 
mature beauties Milly always asked to “fill in,” both 
named Betty. They invariably moved in on the elderly, 
well-heeled types and were presently entrancing the slick- 
mustachioed Capsule Club member of the night before, the 
indestructible Mr. Stokes. 

“Betty, Betty,” he was saying deliriously. “Well, now, 
just imagine. Two Bettys.” 

“We are not petty Bettys,” one of them replied, giggling 
deliciously. 

All three were drinking Alfredo’s favorite concoction of 
pernod and vodka, sipping it daintily through straws. 

A three-piece Dixieland jazz band was playing and its 
leader began to sing .. . 

“ a hard-hearted, love-stingy woman can make you 
feel awful, terrible bad...” 
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A big man lurched against me, apologizing, “It’s the 
whiskey,” he explained. “It’s sure gettin’ heavy.” 

Dusk deepened to dark and fireflies began winking 
about us. I ambled on through the crowd, my game still 
intriguing. A fading actress out for the weekend from the 
local alcoholic sanitarium was attacking her drink as if 
drinking were apt to go out of style at any moment. Life 
swam by her swiftly. Not even her famous slanty eyes, 
glazed with tranquilizer drugs, gave away her hidden fears. 
Only her hands, shaking enough to tinkle the ice cubes in 
her glass, showed once again she could not steady the 
rocky path of her life without the killing crutch. 

There was the pale anemic platinum blonde, her mus- 
cular brooding husband not far behind, a brooding dark- 
ling with a persecution complex. Whenever she escaped 
him, she would seek out her women friends to tell them 
the latest details of her personal life, boasting of bruises 
her spouse dealt her nightly. 

I saw her pointing to the bluish spots on her back, arms 
and legs, and as I heared, I could see a fresh, wicked 
bruise marring her piquant little face, as artfully covered 
with makeup as possible, yet showing through like a giant 
teardrop from the top of one eyebrow to below her heavily 
mascara’d underlash. 

“He won't be using me for a punching bag for long,” 
she was confident to her companions. “I am packing things 
little by little. He’s so blind and so stupid he wouldn’t 
know whether the refrigerator was missing unless he 
wanted an ice cube. I hide my little packed treasures in 
the attic and someday, up backs a truck and speed-o! this 
little girl is out. Oh-you-tee, out!” 

I knew she would never go. I had been one of her con- 
cerned listeners many moons ago, until Milly informed me 
both blonde and burly hubby were under psychiatric care 
for the beating-before-sex thing. 

There was another famous twosome present; the ravish- 
ing young-old mother with her voluptuous flame haired 
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daughter. Mama was pushing her sullen child over to a 
noted television director. 

I watched the girl go into her night club act as if it were 
party conversation; speaking her memorized lines per- 
fectly, singing snatches of songs and wriggling her breasts. 
When she finished, the television director lifted his drink 
from the end table beside his chair and walked off, just as 
any audience has a right to walk away from a completed 
performance, without comment or applause. 

Mother and daughter remained in the corner arguing 
the fine points of the girl’s performance until the girl 
screamed out at her mother. 

“For Chrissakes, shut your big fat mouth,” she said vi- 
ciously, and walked over to her companion of the evening, 
one of the band’s musicians. : 

Always present at a Paradise shindig was the lumpy, 
pallid, thyroidal-eyed wife of a moneyed cloak-and-suiter. 
Her hobby was an experimental theater. This mousey little 
woman managed to wangle invitations to all Shoredale 
parties and attended them dressed in the musty gowns of 
yesteryear, always wrapped in a fringed, embroidered 
shawl. 

I had met Mrs. Experimental Theater many times at 
Milly’s, yet she invariably had to be reintroduced to me. 
I avoided her now. Her rudeness was unforgivable. I cut 
her as I passed, noting her surprise at my not bowing at 
her shrine. Her money bought and surrounded her with 
all the celebrities in the book, and she used them in turn 
to impress her celebrity-worshipping circle. 

Well, no more Betsy Fanning for you, madame, I said 
to myself in passing. Tom and I had endured too many 
boring evenings in her theater. The inept lighting, the 
heat, the bugs, the gauche players, the dirty costumes, and 
most unendurable of all, the meaningless, scenery-less 
plays with female characters running the extremes of 
breasted and breastlessness, the males, eternally blonde 
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faggots in clinging leotards, exposing a bulbous show of 
jockstraps. 

She was shrewd and wise and keen in her easy ensnare- 
ment of suburbia’s nouveau riche, aiding them in their 
search for “true culture,” and for all her altruistic posing, 
she coined money in the place. 

In another corner of the teeming boathouse was the 
Shaggy Set, the avante garde artists and writers of the 
town, the beats and the scraggly non-beats. Holding the 
center of this stage was Shoredale’s rabid lady politician, 
a sharp-nosed ugly little woman with streaked blonde 
hair as straight and slick as a helmet, the ends rounded 
in what surely must be her own “bowl cut.” 

“I have been having the most divine time,” she was 
gushing, “studying garbage disposal plants.” 

I saw a ravishing brunette slyly pinched on her round 
buttocks by a guest whom I had considered one of Milly’s 
most discreet and conservative. A couple on the far side 
of the boathouse rolled in sex play on the sand, com- 
pletely oblivious to everyone. No one paid any attention. 

All the gay fun creatures of Milly’s set were here, there 
and everywhere, plunging into the carousing clambake 
mood of the evening. They surrounded the life size row 
boat filled with cherrystones on ice, drowning these deli- 
cacies with pale frosty martinis. Waitresses made their 
way through the crowds, carrying enormous trays of hors 
d’oeuvres, many the startling variety Milly ordered from 
exotic grocers; ortolans in vine leaves, fried silkworms, 
quail eggs, grasshoppers and the like. 

While I wandered around the boathouse, I was still 
conscious of checking on two things; my husband, Tom, 
still talking with Erin and Chuck, and the missing Ed 
Barnes and his wife. 

I don’t know which absence irritated me more. 

I hurried into the dressing rooms to escape. There were 
many women there, fussing at the tables and sinks, one 
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sitting in a Merry Widow long-line bra and nothing else, 
sipping her drink and chatting. 

I decided to face Tom after a strong drink of bourbon- 
on-the-rocks. 

It was dark now and lanterns lit the beach in a gay riot 
of color. Joe’s helicopter drifted perilously near the boat- 
house pier. I walked to the end of the pier, deciding to 
postpone seeing Tom, I stepped into a rowboat and swung 
it to the helicopter door. I managed to get into the small 
craft and sat in its immaculate passenger section. The 
motion of it at anchor was soothing, like a gentle rocking. 
I leaned back and sighed, glad to be alone. 

Things began to clear in my mind. I could think of both 
Tom and Ed without anger now. I could see Ed as I had 
seen him before, ten long years before; attractive, desir- 
able, so terribly desirable. Now there was the addition of 
another label. Sex love. Ed would enjoy the addition of 
such a label. His life added up to a bunch of labels, the 
Jaguar car, the Countess Mara ties, the uniform Saks suits, 
the sheer initialed shirts. These labels were as easily come 
by for him as I had been, and were, in the long run, more 
important. 

Sex love. I had never thought of qualifying love until I 
had read Malcolm Cowley who discussed, with such as- 
tuteness, the sex habits of the American male. Marriage 
love was something else again, but I would not dwell on 
that now. 

If Ed had not pursued me to the point of marrying me 
ten years before, he was not to blame. If he had not 
found me indispensable to his life, something extra special, 
he was not to blame. Chemistry, perhaps. Labels, 
perhaps. 

What sort of merry-go-round was I spinning on, just 
because my ego had been bent? Not broken, just slightly 
bent. 

Pity, in refreshing waves, washed over me as I thought 
of what the Eds of our crazy life missed. The pity I felt 
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wasn’t very deep, a frothy sort I could whip up at will. 
But the pity for Ed was mixed up in my sex love for him 
and anger, too, at myself, for now I could wear the label 
as well as Ed. I had betrayed Tom in sex love only to 
salve that shellacked ego of mine. 

Well, Ed could never know my brand of marriage love. 
That was reserved for Tom. I had given the best of my- 
self to Tom. Ed-of-the-Labels could never take, would 
never think of taking that special brand of love from me. 

But how can one continue thinking in this self-reassur- 
ing vein when the door of a helicopter opens and the one 
man you don’t want to see (because he melts you down 
to size like a Waring Blender) appears, smiling that half- 
smile of his, coming toward you with purpose, one pur- 
pose, and you kiss... 

“I could not find you fast enough,” Ed told me, strok- 
ing me. 

“Darling, where have you been?” I murmured, kissing, 
nibbling his ear, 

The rockabye motion of the helicopter dizzied me and 
I sank back into the soft cushions of the sofa-like seat. 

Ed sat down beside me, pressing the great weight of 
his body against me. He said nothing, caressing me with 
deftness, almost hurting me, sensations I had never expe- 
rienced with the gentle Tom. 

“Touch me, touch me,” I begged, my small helicopter 
world spinning. 

“How I want you,” he said. 

I looked up at him. Our eyes met first, then our lips. 
The eyes, the lips clue us to another human being’s inner 
being. They tell us whether the voice speaks lie or truth, 
but it is the touch that fires us. 

Ed’s touch was fresh, new, vibrant, like nothing I had 
known, felt, tasted, begged for. I felt newly sprung from 
the earth’s very womb, darkness exploding into a sun- 
burst of joyousness. 

Our clothes seemed to fall from our bodies, disintegrate, 
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disappear. Postures are significant. They, too, speak bet- 
ter than words; concaves and convexes in absolute sur- 
renders, arms and legs never resting in their zeal to accom- 
modate. The flesh loses its opaqueness and reveals its inner 
hungers, its inner appetites. I was Ed’s to kiss and fondle; 
his repertoire was endlessly pleasure-producing and he 
possessed a rich sxsenal of bodily expressions to please us 
both, 

Now the door of pleasure was easy, so easy to open and 
I followed him, room after room and into the innermost 
room where flowers never faded, birds never stopped sing- 
ing, skies were cloudless, rain never fell, grass was ever- 
green and love was an always-shining sun, depositing its 
enchanted fire in every chink and crevice of the wonderful 
new world invading me. 

We clung to one another for a lous time after our 
climax. I opened my eyes to see Ed’s face, lips parted, the 
print of passion clear upon it. 

“This is madness!” I said. 

“A delightful kind of madness.” 

“No, no. We must leave. Tom is here, on the beach, 
waiting, He keeps track of me just as I...” 

“Keep track of him? I was watching you, little devil, for 
at least a half hour.” 

I was shocked. How could he? How could he have 
waited? 

“You watched me for half an hour! How tricky of you, 
how low.” 

“You are lovely to watch,” he said smoothly. “It was 
difficult, I admit, but I wanted you so badly. And now 
that I’ve had you, I want more of you.” 

“No, we must get out of here,” I said firmly, pulling on 
my clothes and patting my hair. 

I rushed to the helicopter door and then turned, laugh- 
ing. I could be EBRD 100 . “Come to think of it, I have 
never been . 

“Laid in a “helicopter?” Ed finished for me. “Neither 
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have I.” He gathered me into his arms, kissing me. “Well, 
now that we’ve explored the joys of helicoptering, I’m 
planning to lay you everywhere. In fifty states. In trains 
and planes, on ships and skis, on the ground and in 
the sky.” 

I laughed at him, pulling away. “I must go.” 

Ed followed me. “Meet me later, Betts. They'll all be 
fried in a matter of hours and we can be together again. 
Please.” 

This was unlike Ed, to plead. He looked unsure of 
himself, shaken, like a man (no! he couldn’t be!) in love, 
and the love didn’t seem to have a label on it! And what 
label could I place on the variety of love I felt for him? 

I kept it light. “What’s the matter,” I asked airily, “los- 
ing your touch?” 

He swore under his breath. “I'm no angel, Betts, and 
I've been around plenty, but being with you tops every- 
thing. God, you’re wonderful!” 

“Don’t, Ed. You don’t need any line with me. I’m a big 
girl now.” 

“Dammit, Betsy, I try to talk to you but I can’t get 
through to you. I told you words didn’t come easily, Why 
don’t you let me make an ass of myself? Isn’t that what 
you want? How do I know this—this—isn’t some experi- 
mental kick you’re on?” 

“Darling, darling, don’t lJet’s analyze things. This new 
wonder may never happen again,” I told him. 

“You're right. But you’ve spoiled me for anything else.” 
He paused and added slowly, “That woman of mine sure 
knows how to bug me.” 

“What do you mean?” I tried to follow his sudden 
switch of thought. 

“It happens every time. She plays golf as if it were a 
contest between us. Damned if I don’t get the feeling Pm 
playing against a man, one that would just as soon skin me 
alive and sell my hide. Must she be so goddam competi- 
tive? Point for point?” Ed shook his head sadly. “And 
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damned if she didn’t beat the stuffing out of me. I don’t 
understand it.” 

“J was never the athletic type. I don’t understand it 
either.” 

“You wouldn’t. Even if you are a business girl, you 
have managed to preserve your femininity.” 

“T wouldn’t want it any other way.” 

“Women wonder why their guys are running around 
getting rid of said lead from said pencil. I’ve had to do it 
in a way you don’t admire, but that was after long years of 
waiting, trying to be a good boy in a frigid household. 
What a waste!” | 

“You're a lover. You should be loving all the time. 
There is so much good love in you. I mean it.” 

“You're a-love bundle. You bring out the best—and the 
beast—in me. It’s good. I like it that way.” 

“Thanks. A woman likes to know about such things.” 

“I want, I demand your body, all of it, but it isn’t going 
to be enough. It’s your heart, your love that I will strive 
for. I want you. There can be no games between us two. 
I must possess you completely and I feel you must 
have me the same way. Now that I’ve had you, I won't 
be able to compromise with whirls ’n girls. It's going to be 
you, Betsy, if I have to blow a fuse in the meantime. I 
want only you and I am going to wait for you if it takes 
another ten years.” 

“Don’t. Don’t be serious, involved. You'll spoil it.” 

“You're right. But there is no denying we have loved 
to capacity-plus in a short time. Frantic, hurry-hurry, 
more-more, so little time, stay longer. We are de-sensi- 
tized now. But in a little while—” 

“You left me for a golf game,” I reminded him petu- 
lantly. 

“J had to think. Think about you. I only can think 
with a golf club in my hands and green grass under my 
feet.” 

“Oh.” 
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“Don’t look at me like that. I wanna go ‘home’.” 

“No, I must go.” 

“I suppose you must. But don’t blame me for wanting 
you. Heart to heart, breath to breath, tongue to tongue, 
that wonderful white heat of love I feel for you. There is 
nothing as soft as your skin, as comforting as your arms, as 
caressing as your hands, as devastating as your lovely lips, 
as disarming, captivating and thrilling as the ‘welcome 
home’ you give me.” 

“I told you I liked that. Home.” 

“Then remember it.” 

“T will, I will.” 

“I know you will.” 

“Let me go. I promise to meet you later. Do you 
think you can get away from Mary? You've hardly seen 
her.” 

“Don’t worry about Mary. You'll never meet a more 
self sufficient dame. After her game, she starts bolting 
those highballs. Probably stoned by now.” 

“How awful.” 

“One reaps only what one sows in life. It goes some- 
thing like that. She’ll get her come-uppance one of these 
days, and I’m the guy that’s going to have guts enough to 
give it to her.” 

I could not comment, but gave Ed a look of sympathy. 
His condemnation of Mary was a surprise to me. I walked 
on ahead of him, anxious to cut this conversation short. 
We strolled along the pier making a pretense of admiring 
the view and when we reached the boathouse, we sep- 
arated, | 

“Meet me here, later, after they’ve gone,” Ed reminded 
as we parted. i 

I rushed over to Tom. Gibson was back tending the 
pit and the food was ready to be served. 

Tom hugged me to him. I felt happy and hugged him 
back. The candle could burn at both ends, and, in be- 
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tween, the cold, unthawing ice of me melted at the touch 
of both flames. 

“Get me a long, stiff drink,” I ordered gaily. 

Tom was so glad to see me in good humor, he danced 
off to fetch me my drink. Erin’s eyebrows arched in dis- 
approval. She turned and walked away from me, leaving 
me alone with Chuck. 

“T understand you girls have had a spat,” Chuck said 
indulgently, treating me as if I were a child. 

“T wouldn’t say that,” I demurred. 

“I do hope you'll kiss and make up, Betsy. You must 
be more tolerant of Erin. She is a fey, wild thing and 
there’s no holding her. She’s a good skate underneath it 
all.” He seemed distraught, but not because of Erin, 

“What’s the real trouble, Chuck?” I asked. “You look 
worried, but not entirely because of a so-called spat.” 

“J am,” he confided. “And I have plenty to worry 
about. So has Tom, for that matter. Joe has flown this 
fancy little coop, for good, I don’t know where we'll stand 
now that the slick chick has hold of him. She is not as 
dumb as she looks.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“She really is interested in Joe’s business, and that's 
bad. You'd think the doll would be content with spending 
a few millions, but that’s not enough for her.” 

“Go on.” 

“Well, something good may come of it, who knows? 
She's bucking for a television show, no less. And we've 
been coining money, hand over fist, with a very skimpy 
advertising program.” _ 

“Do you really believe she’ll make the grade? As Joe’s 
wife, I mean?” I couldn’t make up my mind about her. 

“She has already, honey. Sticks like glue, knows when 
to keep her mouth shut and hang on.” Chuck paused. 
“There’s nothing like young stuff to an aging man, darlin’.” 

“But what did it, what turned the trick?” I prodded. 
“Why, only last night, I overheard Joe slowing her down.” 
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“There comes a time when a man gets it up to here.” 
Chuck sawed away at his neck. “You can love a woman 
a long time and put up with her nonsense a long time, but 
if something ticks a man off in the wrong direction, it’s 
the end.” 

“I cannot believe Joe would walk out, just like that, run 
off, leaving Milly, all this.” I waved at the grandeur sur- 
rounding us. 

“The race track business did it, The last straw. I’ve 
never seen a man run so fast.” 

“Or a dame run so fast after him,” I added. 

“Imagine planning a racing season in your own back 
yard, if that isn’t the living limit,” Chuck grumbled. 
“That’s what Milly has done. She told everyone, invited 
the whole goddam human race. Told everyone, invited 
everyone but poor ole, bill-paying Joe.” 

“I admit it is outrageous,” I said. “Another week of 
serious drinking around here would kill poor Joe,” 

“You can say that again. His ulcer’s started bleeding,” 

I moaned. “Oh, no!” 

We were interrupted by Milly’s call. “Food’s on, come 
and get it.” She clanged away at an old chow bell, then 
ran through the crowd, a blithe spirit in sequinned white 
canvas cloth blouse and whirl skirt, two lobster-embla- 
zoned flags in her hands. 

Gibson and his helpers uncovered the bake. A cloud of 
steam rose to the heavens, and everyone applauded at the 
sight of the mountain of food, glittery foil-wrapped and 
tenderly piled on glowing rocks and coals. Salt, sea, sea- 
weed and smoke blended intoxicatingly with the food, and 
Milly’s menu of chicken, fish, lobster, corn on the cob, and 
baked potato was enthusiastically attacked by all. 

Taking time out to gnaw good food at a clambake feeds 
and warms the blood as well as the appetite. | 

The tide was high, the breakers rough. A smoky haze 
of fog rolled in. A storm seemed brewing. Waves crashed 
against the boathouse bulwark, zipping open to show their 
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fluttery, foamy lingerie, laying a fizz of white frothy doilies 
over the pier before running off into blackness. 

The party quieted down a bit. Clambake food was 
made for gluttony. In the lull, there was a crashing scream 
and a figure bounced up on the pier, almost as if a wave 
had deposited it there, and came running, dancing crazily, 
toward the boathouse. 

It was Althea Hulalerd, drunk as drunk can be. 

“Who let her loose?” Chuck asked and everyone 
howled. 

She was pathetic, shivering, in a scanty bikini, her belly 
popping grotesquely between the flimsy bra and panty. 

“Pm a sea nymph,” Althea announced gaily. “May I 
join you?” 

Milly rushed over to Althea, throwing her arms around 
the tottering spectacle. 

“Of course, darling. Have some food,” Milly urged. 

“Ugh, food. Don’t mention that ugly four-letter word 
to me, never heard of it.” Althea looked up at Milly 
beseechingly. “How about a lilla drink, honey?” 

“You know you're not supposed to,” Milly cautioned. 

“Awh, please, Milly, just a teensy one,” Althea coaxed, 
and everyone burst into laughter. 

“Shut up, you bastards,” she screamed, and ran back 
down the pier, weeping piteously. She jumped off into the 
stormy black oblivion at the end of the pier. 

“Poor thing,” Milly commented. She motioned the 
band to play louder, and began to sing, mostly off key. 

Joe’s my kind of guy, 

don’t ask me why... 

Joe makes me laugh, makes me cry 

“cause he's my kind of guy... 

“She’s gone,” Tom noted. “We ought to get her home 
before she passes out cold again.” 

“Okay, let’s move in,” Chuck advised. The two men 
started toward Milly. Erin and I followed cautiously. 
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Milly caught sight of Chuck and Tom, and sobered 
instantly. 

“Keep away from me, you Dirty Two. You filthy suck- 
ers, playing me for a fool, not telling me he took off with 
that dirty little tramp!” The band changed the doleful tune 
to a merrier one, and Milly laughed loudly and picked up 
the famous old tune, singing, “Oh, those golden balls, Oh, 
those golden balls.” 

Then she lashed out at the crowd, stumbling and push- 
ing through them. “Oh sure, that dirty little tramp knows 
a deal when she sees one. That’s all she wanted. She 
can’t love him. She can’t begin to love Joe the way I do!” 

Milly fell into Chuck’s arms, sobbing and singing drunk- 
enly at the same time. Tom helped Chuck carry her to the 
car, the ever faithful Gibson ready at the wheel to drive 
us back to the big house. 

“PI take care of her,” I offered when they had de- 
posited Milly on the bed. 

Erin left with Chuck and Tom to wait for me in the hall 
outside the bedroom. 

I looked around the room. It was a shambles. Glasses 
with dregs of liquor were everywhere. A douche bag 
leaked away slowly. Spilled powder trailed from bedroom 
to bathroom. The silk sheets were torn. On all the mirrors 
and pristine oyster white walls were lipstick scrawls read- 
ing, “The dirty little tramp.” 

I wet a towel and wiped the heavy makeup off Milly’s 
face. I unzipped the blouse and skirt. I was shocked to 
discover she wore no underclothes, gazing with horror at 
her naked body. 

I remembered Milly’s many boasts of her love prowess 
as I looked at her, my heart cracking a little, my horror 
dissolving into heart-rending pity as I looked upon another 
of her planned delights for Joe, now never to be enjoyed 
by him 


Milly had often boasted of her love hours and her love 
play with the shy Joe, the willing to learn lover doing the 
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bidding of a wise mate. The “arts of love” were Milly's 
prime preoccupation, for there was nothing to distract her 
from becoming an expert; no demands of home or 
motherhood or dreary domesticity. 

No queen of the Nile could have been more provocative, 
I supposed, than the ten-years-ago Milly. Her makeup, 
her dress, her gourmandizing, her boudoir, were all keyed 
to kissing, cued to courting, and thoroughly outfitted with 
ornaments necessary to embellish and elaborate lovemak- 
ing. Dissipation and drinking, not age, had dulled Milly’s 
talents in these directions. Her shameless boasts rang in 
my ears as I looked down at her, 

The nipples of her flabby breasts had been sprayed, 
one golden and one silver, both dusted with sequins. The 
lacquer on the nipples had melted, raying out from the 
tawny mounds like faded sunshine. In the downy V 
between her legs, flowers were entwined, the petals wilting 
in the counterfeit patch holding them now. 

Once she told me, “When Joe is lazy, I spill pink cham- 
pagne all over him and kiss him dry . . .” 

As I covered her with a torn silk sheet, Milly opened 
one blue eye, winked up at me, smiled wanly, and 
mumbled, “I guess I goofed again.” 


Fourteen 


OnLy Tom was waiting for me outside Milly’s bedroom. 

“Where are the others?” I asked. 

“Chuck is upset. He is worried about the status of 
things, meaning all of us. This may seem like just one of 
those things to you, darling, but a woman can upset a 
mighty big applecart, especially if she’s a Cammy Thrush. 
We'll have to watch our step from now on.” 

Tom looked pale and worried. 
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I reassured him. “Don’t worry, sweet. It may be a 
blessing in disguise if you're fired.” 

“But I like Joe Paradise, like him a lot,” Tom pro- 
tested. “He happens to be both smart and a human be- 
ing. When you get to Joe’s position, you rarely preserve 
anything of the human, you know.” 

“That little Napoleon,” I fumed. 

“Let’s not argue that point again, not now, baby. I’m 
feeling kind of let-down myself. Let’s go to bed, Betts. - 
I’m done in.” He touched the ugly wound on his forehead. 
“My head is splitting.” 

“How can we leave now?” I argued, ignoring his re- 
minder of what I had done and the obvious bid for sym- 
pathy. “Someone has to wind up the bake. There are still 
plenty of people down there.” I waved my arms in the 
direction of the boathouse. 

Tom shrugged. “They'll survive as long as the food and 
liquor hold out. Why should we worry?” 

“Where are Erin and Chuck?” 

“They've given up, gone to bed. We plan to leave early 
tomorrow.” 

“Good. Why don’t you run along to bed?” I coaxed. 
“Tl go back with Gibson and wind things up in a hurry. 
_ It’s the least we can do for poor Milly. And I feel fine, 
You go to bed. Go on.” 

Tom protested weakly but I was able to convince him 
to retire without me, promising to return quickly. 

But was I returning to the boathouse to help Milly— 
or was the rendezvous with Ed the magnetic pull, the 
attractive lure? 

Each time I had been with Ed, a little of me had died 
(was it the child-me?) and one can die more than once, I 
had discovered in twenty-four hours. One can die a 
thousand deaths in those few hours. Pride has a peculiar 
kind of being, flimsy and fanciful, with only a flutter of a 
heartbeat. Honor pulses heavily and throbbingly, a lazy 
monotony of day-after-day rhythm. Morality is its steady 
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echo. Vanity is a reckless gambler, ever racing after love, 
and the gamble for love is the most exciting adventure of 
all. For a few minutes of delicious indiscretion, the heart- 
beat goes out of all of them. 

Kill the child, the fairy-tale believer, and what happens? 
I can only hope to endure a slow agony of decision, in a 
unique hell, my own private brand. I have never en- 
dured such fire before. And who will mourn for me? 

Gibson was waiting for me. He look animated, more so 
than I had ever seen him. His eyes were glassy. Perhaps 
he had been drinking. His silence, his poise, were un- 
believable. His eyes, shellacked by alcohol, spoke of hurts 
within; Negro hurts, I supposed, and they were hurts I 
could never understand. What do you want of life, I 
thought, as we drove back to the boathouse? What does 
a big, beautiful, silent, black man want of life? What are 
you thinking, really thinking, of Joe, of Milly, of Tom, of 
me? 

When we arrived at the boathouse, only a few guests re- 
mained. Milly’s outburst had made the guests uncomfort- 
able and her sad exit had dampened their spirits. In addi- 
tion, the weather had turned damp and chilly, the sea 
surging in with fury-churned waves. 

Alfredo was waiting. “Is everything all right with 
Milly?” he asked, looking not at me but at Gibson. 

“All right.” Gibson answered, his eyes seeking Alfredo’s 
and holding them. 

“I thought we would have a swim,” I said to Alfredo. 
“The water is so exciting. I love it when the waves are 

“Everyone’s gone,” Alfredo said. 

“There are a few lingering drunks at the boathouse,” I 
pointed to the bar up there. “Will you help me get rid of 
them, Alfredo, and get Gibson to lock up the boathouse?” 
“Be glad to,” Alfredo answered joyously, scurrying after 
the retreating Gibson. 

I had passed my responsibilities on to Alfredo as soon 
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as I had caught a glimpse of Ed waiting for me on the 
pier. I walked over to him. 

“Are you alone?” he asked. “I am. She has gone to 
bed.” His voice underlined the word “she.” 

“We've had a time with Milly, as you probably know,” 
I said. Small talk. 

“My darling Betsy. No one has the endurance she has,” 
he mocked. 

I should have resented his double entendre but did not. 

“Fix us a drink, will you, Ed?” 

“Follow me to the bar,” Ed said, walking toward the 
boathouse. “A quick drink, then how about'a swim?” he 
5 ed. 

“I was talking to Alfredo about a swim just a minute 
ago. It looks rough, but I think the tide is on its way out.” 

“Talk about ocean, Milly threw a sea of cold water on 
the clambake, all) right. Even the liquor couldn’t hold 
them. They took a fast powder after that outburst.” 

“I am glad they did. Suddenly, I’m weary of it all.” 

Ed handed me a bourbon on-the-rocks. I was pleased 
to see he remembered the lemon peel. 

“Don’t die on me, darling,” he said. “Drink up. It will 
cure what ails you.” 

I drank most of it in one gulp, swallowing hard. 

Gibson and Alfredo were the only ones left when Ed 
and I decided to swim. We bade them good-night, ex- 
pecting to find them gone when we returned. 

We walked a long distance before finding water deep 
enough in which to swim. It was refreshing although 
warm, as it usually was before a storm, And the storm 
was close; there was an angry rumbling overhead. 

I floated languidly on the water. The sky above was 
murky, lit briefly with flashes of lightning. The whiskey 
made me a slow moving, liquid thing, and I felt cradled 
by the churning sea. The mournful clang of a buoy 
nearby was like Circean music, 
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“Isn't this lovely, lovely?” I sang out to Ed, who was 
standing near the buoy. 

“Lovely, indeed,” Ed answered with unexpected serious- 
ness. “Come here, Betsy, look at this.” 

I rushed over to him and clung to him because the water 
was up to his neck, over my head. 

“What is it, what’s the matter?” I asked. 

“Someone has a bottle of whiskey tied around this damn 
thing. Handy, isn’t it?” 

“But what else do you have there?” 

“You guessed it. It’s Althea’s bikini. Probably had a 
swig of scotch, took off the bikini and really made like a 
sea nymph.” Ed laughed. 

“I don’t remember her coming back,” I told him wor- 
riedly. 

“She would hardly come back our way,” Ed said. “What 
a character! Those alcoholics hide their booze in the 
damndest places.” 

Ed held me close, closer to him, and the sea was a glib 
anointment fusing our bodies. We hurried to shore, soon 
forgetting Althea’s probable or improbable return and her 
spectacular sea locker. 

As we walked over the sandbar, we saw the boathouse 
lights go out. Everyone had gone. 

Ed picked me up and carried me to the far side of the 
boathouse. He set me down on a gently sloping hillock, 
flanked all around with rhododendron. 

“You are so desirable, so endlessly desirable,” he whis- 
pered. “I want you again and again. You don’t know what 
you do to me, wearing a bathing suit like that.” 

“You're a smoothie—stop talking like that.” But I didn’t 
mean it. I was loving every minute of it. 

“Take your suit off, hurry,” he begged. “I must see you, 
all of you.” He tugged at the straps of my suit. 

“And you, too,” I said. 

We embraced the feast desire had set out for us, hunger- 
ing as never before, too avid for the climactic sweetness of 


147 





dessert to wait very long. He entered me, no wanderer this 
time, but a man sure of the way, with a magical staff of 
steel to lift me up, up, to an enchanted tower in the 
heavens, ablaze with a million diamond-faceted chandeliers 
that sparkled gloriously, burst into thundering fireworks, 
and singed us with delicious little licking flames, even hurt- 
ing us a little. 

It was a windowless tower, locking us in its captivating 
cage for only a moment, when walls, soft carpet, ceiling fell 
apart and we were suddenly back, back to earth. 

Ed had bitten my shoulder, and now I could feel only 
the pain of his bite. 

“You hurt me, you hurt me,” I cried softly. 

“You're delicious, wonderful!” he said. “And you have 
scratched my back.” He laughed. “Was I that good?” 

I could only think, this is the beginning. I had never 
plumbed the depths of passion and I was capable, all right. 
And now that Ed had led me to that fabulous top-of-the- 
world tower, he had lost me. I was beyond him now, ready 
to test my wings with my beloved. Never again would I 
need him, I thought. He had performed his function. And 
now there could never be anyone else but Tom. I thought 
of Wyatt’s famous lines, 


Noli me tangere, for Caesar’s I am, 
And wild for to hold, though I seem tame. 


But Ed was nibbling at my forehead, my temples, my 
lips, and the weight of him was insistent. I pushed him 
away, affectionately, for his performance had been nothing 
less than extravagant. 

“I love you, Betts,” he said. “I have always loved you.” 

“You love to make love to me, Ed,” I said, turning on 
my side toward him, my breasts hugging each other 
voluptuously. 

Ed drew his hand over my cheek, down my neck, and 
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touched my breasts. “You are the most beautiful woman 
I have ever known, and the sweetest to love.” 

“Why, Ed, you are romantic,” I cheered. “But what 
about—” 

“Mary?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why talk about her? I want to talk about you, about 
us.” s 
“I am sorry, Ed. It’s only that T’d hate to hurt anybody.” 
“T can’t worry about that at this late date. Life’s skip- 
ping us by, every damn second. I’ve told you before, Pm 
only a guy who knows what he sees, smells, and feels. 
That’s what originally lost you, I guess. I never did under- 
stand you, Betsy, probably couldn’t even now. The poetry, 
the writing, that urge to work. Can’t comprehend the 
modern dame, I guess.” 

“But you are reasonably happy, Ed.” 

“As happy as I'll ever be. Always whore around, I 
guess. You wouldn’t like that, Betts, and I suppose I make 
Mary miserable. She knows, of course.” 

“How terrible.” 

“Not really, not for that kind of woman. Worse than 
the career girl. Wants to beat a man at his own games; 
golf, tennis, swimming, what-have-you. But I was in love 
with her, I suppose, in the beginning. I wanted her. I fell 
in love with her bones, I guess. No breasts. But those 
bones of hers sure do coordinate. That big, pouty mouth 
of hers. The face that cannot smile, I feel sorry for her, I 
guess. She fries my tail most of the time—I can’t talk to 
her. And for all her cups and medals and athletic accom- 
plishments in the male department, she still can’t bring 
herself to go around the house bare. She won't give. Well, 
her parents hated living and I suppose she inherited some 
of that from them.” 

“Don’t be hard on her, Ed. It’s a mistake a great many 
women make. I have made it, too. You must help her, try 
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to understand. Women of today want to be an important 
part of their men’s world.” 

“Stop preaching, Betts. This isn’t the time or the place 
to compare notes,” Ed said bitterly. He looked sad. “This 
weekend, tomorrow, it will be over,” he said glumly. 
“When will I see you again?” 

“Never, never!” Did I mean it? I hardly knew, myself. 

“You can’t mean that.” ; 

“Never again, not like this, it can’t happen again, 
never!” 

“Ridiculous, Betsy. We’re bound to run into each other 
now that I have joined Taste of Paradise.” 

“Never, not like this. I can’t explain. Oh Ed, don't 
spoil it, Ed.” 

His face was lost to me in the darkness, and I could not 
tell whether my words had any effect. Nothing ever really 
affected Ed for very long, for all his protestations. 

The sky had been black for a long time. The stars had 
been put out, one by one, by the magic of some angelic 
candle snuffer. 

My hands sought and found his face and caressed it 
tenderly, the crisp tuft of his hair over his forehead, the 
thick fringed eyelashes, the soft yet hard print of his mouth 
—a consuming mouth I would never forget, for it had 
sought and fought and discovered and divined every last 
inch of me. 

“Don’t ask me why, or when, or where, Ed,” I whis- 
pered, pulling him to me. “I want you inside and outside 
and all around me. I am going to lead with my heart wide 
open for once in my life and not care about getting hurt. 
Not care about tomorrow. Help me, help me, Ed!” 

Ed accepted everything I offered, demanding more and 
more, stirring a tempest that laid waste to everything in its 
path. A ripping stroke of lightning was in time with my 
release (I had no thought about him this time!). 

Our bodies, fused in the molten heat of desire, were 
washed clean by a sudden downpour. 
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We lay still, breathless, in ecstatic relaxation. My hair 
was soaked, flowing into the tender grass. Rivulets of rain 
ran down our noses, throats, nestling in Ed’s downy chest 
and in the deep crease between my breasts. I looked up. 
The rhododendron shivered above me, their leaves curled 
like grasping fingers, moistly gleaming green, lined with a 
dry dull brown. 

The rhododendron reminded me of the safe brown shell 
of my former self and the greenness of this new experience. 
How different, how unexpected, the outcome of my 
planned revenge. Or experiment? Or whatever you want 
to call it. No one can dabble in the affairs of the body and 
exclude the heart. 

Mine was a heart that would not stand for exclusion. I 
loved Ed and it was a new brand of love. But how to live 
with it? 

Only minutes ago, Ed and I had been together like 
never before. Yet once our lips parted, our bodies divided 
from that last kiss, something of me was forever lost and 
belonged to him. 

“You won’t escape me this time,” Ed prophesied 
knowingly. “We must meet again in New York. I will 
live only for the moments I can be with you and the 
‘home’ only for me. You will want me, too. Everything 
is changed for you now. You will see.” 

“It’s a matter of control. Honesty.” 

“It’s life as it’s lived today. Face it.” 

“Grim, it’s grim.” 

“You will come to me.” 

“Yes, I suppose I will if my heart wants it.” 

“We won't talk about it.” 

“No. It frightens me.” 

A light, soft glowing, and turned on unexpectedly, 
made us spring apart, sit up. We peered through the rho- 
dodendron leaves. The voices from the boathouse were 
loud, abandoned. We could hear every word. 

“What do you expect when a man gets himself married 
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to a fancy deal like Milly Paradise?” a familiar, high- 
pitched voice was exclaiming. 

“It’s Alfredo,” I whispered to Ed. 

“Alfredo and Gibson. Down at the boathouse,” Ed 
jumped to his feet. “What in blazes!” he added, startled. 

I stared, dumfounded, at the two men; the pale, bearded 
Alfredo in skimpy shorts, and Gibson in his immaculate 
white ducks. 

“What people won’t do for money,” Alfredo groaned. 
“Look at me. I have to cater to the scum of this town, the 
scum of this earth. I look at a face and I can only think 
what goddam phonies come to eat at my tables. My 
father must be roaring in hell to think that his son, this 
pampered, petted, debauched aristocrat of Italy’s most 
illustrious family, has to feed the fat bellies of Shoredal- 
ers! Just look at the jewelry I own, the cuff links of my 
father, if you don’t believe me!” 

“Say, Joe and Milly Paradise can afford your joint,” 
Gibson said, faithful to his employers. 

“That fat-busted bottle redhead demands a helluva lot 
of service. She’s always getting crocked, and that isn’t 
good for the fine reputation I’ve built up in the place.” 

“She’s a swell sport. Treats me fine.” 

“I must admit I’ve got nothing against Milly Paradise. 
She’s brought me a lot of trade.” 

“And what about the new doll, is she any better?” the 
soft voice of Gibson asked. 

“That one is wiser, not a helluva lot better, just younger. 
But she won’t go off half-cocked. You hear some bad 
things about her but I happen to know she’s a damn good 
piece.” 

“But ain’t she all tied up? What about the husband, the 
one who took a powder after lunch today? I saw him go, 
creeping out like a whipped dawg. Won’t he be makin’ 
trouble for the boss?” Gibson’s curiosity was obviously 
getting the better of him. 
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“He’s been paid off. You don’t see a pimp like that 
complaining once he’s been paid off,” Alfredo explained. 
Then his voice ran the female octave of complaint typical 
of his breed. “That’s what happens, boy,” he said pomp- 
ously, “when you get tied up with women. I’ve had women 
for years and now I’m through with them. Those goddam 
bloody Marys can go to hell for all I care!” 

Alfredo beckoned to Gibson. “Come over to me, you 
big black man, and let me teach you what life’s really all 
about.” 

Gibson walked over to Alfredo, still lounging languor- 
ously on his chaise. Alfredo unzipped the black man’s 
trousers and stripped him of them. With an easy kick, 
Gibson tossed them off the boathouse edge and turned in 
ali his glossy splendor to Alfredo who chirped in ecstasy 
and embraced him, the pale long-fingered hands clasped 
about the huge, dark buttocks like a mammoth ivory brace- 
let. 

Alfredo proceeded to take the lead in their lovemaking, 
but I could look no longer. I choked with disgust at 
Alfredo’s approach—no different from Ed’s to me—yet 
this amorous dalliance was abhorrent as far as I was con- 
cerned, even now when I thought I could take a broad 
view about everything. 

Ed pulled me to my feet. “Hurry. We must dress. 
We’ve got to get out of here!” 

I was terrified, sick, as I hurried into my clammy bath- 
ing suit. After a few minutes of rearranging ourselves, try- 
ing to forget what we had just witnessed, we found we 
could not resist a last look at the two men down at the 
boathouse. 

“How terrible.” I said softly. Yet I could not tear my 
eyes away from the two men in their exotic embrace. 

“I et’s get the hell out of here,” Ed said roughly, taking 
be by the arm. 

Their love talk and love moans were like nothing I had 
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ever heard or shall hear again. As they approached their 
peak of passion, a shot rang out. 

And another and another. 

Through the leaves we saw Gibson’s wife, Sonia, still 
blasting away at the two men, now limp and frozen in the 
awkward act of love. Later, it was discovered one bullet 
had sealed the lives of the two men. 

I called to Ed who was heading for the big house. He 
had tried, in vain, to drag me with him. I rushed to the 
boathouse, hoping to stop Sonia and save Milly added dis- 
grace. 

I was too late, of course. By the time I reached the black 
woman, she had pushed Alfredo’s body off Gibson’s onto 
the floor where it lay, staring blond-lashed and wonder- 
ingly at the blue ceiling. It was a miracle Sonia had man- 
aged to shoot off the gun, one of the many in the Paradise 
collection, since it was a magnum shotgun, a single blast 
of which could dissolve an elephant. 

As I reached Sonia, she began to cry out, a pagan wail 
of mourning. I could not comfort her. 

I turned and ran after Ed. 


- Ed had notified the police, and it seemed only a matter 
of minutes before we were all herded into the kitchen, 
answering questions, each and every one of us sorely in- 
effectual, pathetic, mere shadows of the cocky, gin-soaked, 
cut-ups of the day before. 

How we got through that ordeal, I'll never know, but 
finally it was over and we were trying to console Milly and, 
at the same time, guiltily plotting a quick escape. 

After hot coffee and hasty packing, we were on our way. 
Speeding from the Paradise mansion, I looked back at the 
big house. The leaded windows looked black in the stormy 
shadows of the rainy mornings. 

A house full of dark, I thought. 
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Who would ever believe this runaway Betsy Fanning— 
the same Betsy Fanning, in the same dark linen traveling 
suit, in the same car, with the same husband, the same 
darling baby boy awaiting her in his snowy crib back home, 
the same Betsy Fanning of two days before—could be feel- 
ing so unlike her recent counterpart! 

I looked at Tom. He put his hand in mine. In his eyes 
was the old unquestioning love. it he thought I had 
changed, he did not show it. == 

I thought of all the silent criticisms I had made of him 
from my safe isolation on that tight little island of mine, 
that two-days-before island. | 

How quick to disappear, that cloistered little island, if 
not guarded carefully. I saw my love for Tom and my two- 
days-ago happiness sinking slowly. Our multifaceted life 
together, like an exquisite one-of-a-kind snowflake, beauti- 
fully perfect in its descent from the Raheny bosom of 
heaven, was apt to dissolve into nothingness in the face of 
a tempting fire. 


I shall never forget that fateful Paradise weekend. And 
the people bound to it. The strange, silent, efficient black 
man who saw everything and said nothing. The cynical 
Alfredo, who fulfilled his desire “to die in pleasure.” I can 
never, never forget the sight of Milly’s body, decorated 
with the lures of lust, so sadly forsaken. And Erin, with 
her spider’s web of neurotic intrigue and the torn threads 
reminding her of two she could not snare. Althea, who had 
found love in a bottle and lost it in the liquid erasure of the 
sea. And Joe Paradise, on the eternal quest for the orgasm 
of youth. 

I can never forget Ed and myself, and the fiame that re- 
fused to be put out. 

Body to body, there was nothing more in any of the 
lives concerned with that long, fateful weekend. Not one 
could boast of the blessed trinity of love Tom and I once 
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possessed—body to body, spirit to spirit, and heart to 

Yes, a chance remark, like the accidental pulling of a 
trigger, had backfired upon me and my life, 

The future is uncertain, The wound, its healing, the 
scarring, are inevitable; how endurable, I cannot say. 

I only know I shall never be as happy as before. 
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they were sorry in 


the morning .. 


BETSY WAS ABOUT TO GIVE IN... 
-to that moment of passion every woman needs. 
But could she find it during this wild-drinking, 
wild-sexing weekend house party? Would — 
JOE PARADISE... 
her husband's boss, take enough time off 
from cheating with other lovely guests to pave 
Betsy's way to Eden? Or could — 


MILLY PARADISE... 
_. Joe's wife, show the way through overexposed 
sexcapades with an ambisextrous lover? Or 
might — 


TOM FANNING... 
_.. Betsy's own husband, through his weekend 
affair with lovely Erin, send Betsy into the arms 
of — 

ED BARNES... 
_..and the ecstasy Tom had always denied her? 






WEEKEND — ANSWERING A QUES- 
TION DEEPER THAN MORALITY! 
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